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BOOKS R FUN ere are books that you will want to read and ‘re-read for its entertain- 


PROFIT gocd value. 


SER GE I opta el AIOE 
2500 JOKES For All Occasions 


The best laughs from all over the world—collected in a single 
entertaining and useful volume. ‘Tel; these jokes at parties, en- 
tertainments, in after-dinner speeches—read them in your spare 
moments of relaxation, or chuckle over them with a friend. Grouped 
aud indexed under 21 separate classifications, such as about law- 
yers, doctors—business or college jokes—stories about Hollywood 
end sports—Jewish, Negro, English, Scottish, etc.—even a special 
section of limericks and another of comic verse. The belly laugh, 
the sly retort, the broad satire, the infinitely A FIND AT 
varied humor of the American people—all are $ 50 
here in this one volume. 480 pages—hard cover, 1 
cloth bound—81,x515 inches big—a real big book. 


FUN IN BODY BUILDING 


Wouldn't YOU like 
handsome body that 


to have a healthy, mighty, 
women will admire and men 
envy? A powerful physique that can dish it out 
and take it too. Muscles of steel in your arms, 
legs, back—and every part of your body. New book, 
Een DAS AMD. EUN IN BODY BUILDING” tells 
you simply and surely how you can change yourself 
With every into a Mighty Man! Shows you how to increase 
A rg eiautar oe the size and power of your muscles, in very short 
Strong M a n “ime. Give you COMPLETE COURSE OF EXER- 
E CISES, GUARANTEED TO ADD 


REE 


eater? Ls 

Feats’ Which INCHES AND MIGHT TO EVERY 

now to per. PART OF YOUR BODY. Book also 

form strong contains information on foud, sleep, 

man stunts. hygienic functions, anatomy, organs, 
etc. Price Complete 


Practical Lessons In 


HYPNOTISM 


by Dr. Wm. Wesley Cook 
Teaches you the best method of hypnotic practice. It is written 
in plain language, and all its statements are absolute facts and 
its illustrations are actual occurrences. This is a pig 264 page 
bock. complete and encyclopedie in its contents, which include the 
follewing chapte History of Hypnotism Qualifications of a 
Hypnotist—What ind of a Subject—Favorable and Unfavorable 
Inf'uences—Precautions to be Observed—How to Hypnotize—De- 
gress of Hypnosis—Clairvoyance—Self-Hypnotism and Auto Sugzes- 
tion—The Hypnotist’s Secret—Hypnotism and Disease—Hypnotism 
ir Business and Society—Hypnotism in the  Professions—Post 


Hypnotism — Awakening a Subject — Mind-Reading, Telepathy — 
acquisition of this knowledge, Its blessings and 
ə WANTED: A BABY 


Miscellany, ete, Hypnotism is today acknowledged to be an 
powers helong to all who desire and are willing 
s 


exact science. There is no restriction upon the $ 0 
to secure them, Special 2° 
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Only those who actually suffer from a barren 
marriage, can really understand the frustration 
and heartaches. (In certain extreme cases, the 
sud marriage itself may be wrecked by this cause.) 

In “YOU, TOO CAN HAVE A BADLY” Dr. 
Abner I, Weisman gives a detailed explanation of the factors that 
may prevent normal reproductive functioning; he offers simple and 
sound advice which oftentimes is all that is needed; also describes 
the methods medical science uses today to remove many of the 
obstacles to successful conception and childbirth. Other than in 
cases of actual physical incapability, this book should prove help- 


ful. Also explains the anatomy and physiology of reproduction, 
how to test pregnancy, what constitutes sterility, how to test 
sterility of maie and female, plan for parenthood, 
etc. Often barrenness is due to minor conditions $ 98 
which can easily be cleared away. Having a baby 1 od 
is truly life's greatest thrill. Price 


HOW TO DANCE 


A simple guide to teach yourself to become a good 
dancer, easily and quickly. The authors give you 
all the fundamentals — ryhthm, posture, balance, 
leading and following—and then take you step by 

and illustrations, 


step, by easily mRNA text T. HMM 
through the various routines, un you can eon- 
fidently and correctly dance the FOX TROT, 


J Z, UMBA, CONGA, SAMBA, LINDY HOP and POLKA. 
ae book, there are “foot patterns" which you can cut out 


18 n the floor while learning and practicing 
ine different steps. HOW TO DANCE is invaluable $ 50 
for both men and womef beginners or experienced 
dancers, Special for only 
HOW TO ORDER: Fill out coupon and mail today. All books 
guaranteed satisfactory, or money back at once. All books full 
size, beautifully printed, durably bound. If remittance enclosed, 
we pay postage. If C.O.D., sent plus postage. MONEY BACK 


GUARANTEE: If not completely satisfied for any reason, return 
books and get money back at once. 


KNICKERBOCKER PUBLISHING CO., Dept. A60, 


120 Greenwich St., New York 6, N. Y. 


ment and information. Books for every taste and end each one a 
Select the books you want and de c cou 


pon .NOW! 


IT'S FUN TO DRAW. 


A Complete Self-Instruction in 9 
Divisions of Art! 


Anyone who has learned to write can learn to draw! 
This helpful book removes the mysticism that has 
surrounded art. By reducing the elements of draw- 
ing to its simple steps, it teaches THE BEGINNER 
to draw, and then to advance, into more difficult 
subjects. Foy the practiced artist, it is a source 
book and veritable mine of information. This book 
guides you from the first stroke on paper to selling 
the finished art work. Inciudes specific instruction, 
advice, tricks, on — Still Life, Animals, Human 
Figure, Art Anatomy, Faces and Portraits, Letter- 
ing, Layouts, Cartooning, Advertising and Commer- 
ical Art, Illustrations, Color in Art, etc., ete. In- 


Course 


cludes glossary of Art Terms, Supplies, Types of 
Work, Profusely illustrated with over $ 00 
1000 SKETCHES and DRAWINGS. 1 
The price is only—SPECIAL 


A SMALL BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN 


By HAROLD S. KAHM 

1000 Money Making Ideas for men and women of all ages. A timely 
ard important book for people ambitious, looking forward to a 
better financial future. Edited by the foremost writer on small 
business enterprises. It includes: BE YOUR OWN BOSS (with 
vs different small businesses described and explained). GET A 
CIVIL SERVICE JOB (how to go about getting a lifetime govern- 
ment job). BEST POSTWAR JOB OPPORTUNITIES (with in- 
formation on the newest industries). A FARM OF YOUR OWN 
(how to buy and operate your own farm), START A MAIL ORDER 
BUSINESS (how to select a product, start, operate 
and expand a mail order business—with case histories), $ 00 
200 SPARE TIME MONEY MAKING IDEAS (many 1 
ideas for everyone), etc., ete, PRICE 


The Dangerous Age of Man! 


KNOW YOUR PROSTATE 


Here is a most valuable book for the man over 
forty, who wants to know why his physical health, 
mental power and ability to sustain his drive and 
vigor of former years are waning. Inevitably, every 
man must become acquainted with The Prostate 


Gland—the usual cause of his difficulties. The information and 
advice given in this frank, simply written and authoritative 
book will save the average man years of uncertainty and misery. 
PART OF CONTENTS:—The Vital Importance of the Prostate; 
The Controller of All Activity; Men Also Have Change of Lite; 
The Beginning of Old Age; Disorders of the Prostate; 
Advice on the Cure of Disorders:—You can sleep well, $ 00 
the truth about Tobacco and Whiskey — Wisdom of 2 
Moderation. BRAND NEW BOOK. 
perce inate de aaee aea le t ege. 
By Charles Washburn 
This 1s an authentic and intimate account of Chicago's notorious 
Everleigh Club conducted early in the century when a whole sec- 
tion of the city was ''wide open." Many famous and wealthy 
men patronized this ‘‘gilded palace.” The author formerly a 
Chicago newspaper man, in this Biography of the Aristocratic 
Everleigh Sisters, tells the inside story—describes ‘‘parties,’’ names 
and gives colorful details of the. aristocratic sisters and how they 


. changed the ‘‘joy of life’ into a pot of gold. It is 


swell reading from front door to back, with good $ 00 
stop-overs in between. — N. Y. Morning Telegraph. 2 
Special Only 


THE PLAYBOY'S HANDBOOK 


Edited by W. A. BROOKS 


The editor here offers for entertainment of his male readers what 
he believes to be the best stories and articles of this 
cloth-bound—and 


192 pages, $] 00 


type. 515x815 inches, 
special eet n 


KNICKERBOCKER PUB. CO., DEPT. 4-60 
120 Greenwich St., New York 6, N. Y. 


Send me the books I have checked below. If not satisfactory 

can return for full refund. 

) 2500 Jokes for All Occasions 
Fun in Body Building 
Practical Lessons in  Hypnotism 
You Can Have a Baby 
How To Dance 
It's Fun To Draw 
Small Business of You 
Know Your Prostate 
Come Into My Parlor 
The Playboy's Handbook 


in full payment. 


OSend C.O.D. ..plus postage. 


Name 
Address  .. 
City & Zone 


Air Conditioning and , 
Plumbing Courses , 
O Air Conditiohing 
O Heating O Plumbing: 


T 


THERES NO SECRET OF SUCCESS / 


7 


The rormuta for success in industry and business 
is an open book—no secret about it at all. Promo- 
tion comes when you've trained yourself to han- 
dle bigger jobs, prepared for larger responsibilities. 


Such training you'l find in a library of ex- 
tremely literal books—and it's up to you to open 
them and keep on opening them until you've 
mastered their contents. You can do this in your 
spare time for these are the easy-to-understand . 

exts of the International Correspondence 
Schools with the teacher “‘built rightin.” 


Covering more than 400 practical subjects, 
I. C. S. Courses have aided thousands of men 
and women to win better jobs and larger rewards 
in every business and industrial field. These thou- 
sands are the proof of the familiar saying, “To- 
day's I. C. S. student is tomorrow's leader." 

Mark and mail the coupon and you can be on 
the way to joining them. It brings you full infor- 
mation on the subject you're interested in. Act 
today —if you're serious about becoming a success! 


BOX 5999.B, SCRANTON 9, PENNA. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me full particulars about the course before which I have marked X: 


O Structural Engineering 

D Surveying and Mapping 
Communications Courses 
Electronics 


[2] 
O Refrigeration O Steam Fitting [] Practical Telephony 


Chemistry Coursos 
O Chemical Engineering 
O Chemistry, Analytical 
O Chemistry, Industrial 
Li Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel 
Lj Petroleum Refining [] Plastics 
D Pulp and Paper Making 
Civi! Engineering, Architec- 
tural and Mining Courses 
O Architectural Drafting 
D Architecture 
D Bridge and Building Foreman 
D Building Estimating 
D Civil Engineering 
D Coal Mining 


O Contracting and Building 

D Highway Engineering 

© Lumber Dealer 

O Reading Structural Blueprints 
D Sanitary Engineering 

D Structtral Drafting 


N66 — — — ———— 


Working Hours. 


O Radio, General 

O Radio Operating 

O Radio Servicing 

D Telegraph Engineering 
Electrical Coursos 

O Electrical Drafting 

O Electrical Engineering 

O Electric Light and Power 

O Lighting Technician 

O Practical Electrician 
Internal Combustion 
Engines Courses 

D Auto Technician 0 Aviation 

D Diesel-Electric 

O Diesel Engines O Gas Engines 
Mechanica! Courses 

O Aeronautical Engineering 

O Aircraft Drafting 

Li Flight Engineer 

O Foundry Work 

O Heat Treatment ofjMetals 


—— —À ge. 


A.M. to — —— — — P.M. 


Textile Courses 


O Cotton Manufacturing 

O Rayon Weaving 

DO Textile Designing 

O Woolen Manufacturing 
Business and 

F Academic Courses 


O Accounting O Advertising 
D Arithmetic O Bookkeeping 
O Business Correspondence 

O Business Management 

O Certified Public Accounting 

O Commercial 

O Cost Accounting 

O Federal Tax 

O First Year College 

O Foremanship O French 


O Industrial Engineering 

O Industrial Metallurgy, 

G Machine Shop 

E] Mechanical Drafting 

O Mechanical Engineering 

O Mold-Loft Work 
Patternmaking—Wood, Metal 
Reading Shop Blueprinte 

D Sheet-Metal Drafting 

O Sheet-Metal Worker 

Li Ship Drafting O ShipiFitting 

© Tool Designing 

O Toolmaking = 

D Welding—Gas and Electric 
Railroad Courses 

O Air Brake © Car Inspector 

O Diesel Locomotive 

D Locomotive Engineer 


O Locomotive Fireman 

O Railroad Section Foreman 
Steam Engineering Courses 

D Boilermaking _ 

O Combustion Engineering 

O Engine Running 

O Marine Engineering 


O Good English © High School 
D Higher Mathematics 

O Wustrating O Motor Traffic 
O Postal Service 

O Salesmanship CJ Secretarial 
O Sign Lettering 

O Spanish (O Stenography 


C] Steam Electric O Steam Engines D Traffic Management 


Home 


——————— Address ———————————————— 
City — — ————Btate- Present Position — — —— —————————— 


Length of Service in World War H. 
Spectal tuition rates to members of tho Armed Forces, Enrollment under the G.I. Bill of Rights approved for War H Veterans, 
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada. 
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POWERFUL RING NOVELET 
TOO MANY COOKS ......... .. By T. W. Ford 10 


Jolting Joo Burdee was over-managed to the extent that. 
they seemed to forget that he really could fight! 


SHORT STORIES 


THE MOORE THE MERRIER ...............4 
(Baseball) ................. By Tom Thursday 31 


Another of those screwy sports sagas, by our own special 
recorder of corny clouters, 


MAD MARATHON (Acquaplane ............. Ei 
D DA o a a Aa eee ees By John Lockhart 37 


Spike Monoghan had guts in plenty when it came to motor- 
cycles, bat racing on water was something else again! 


SABERS ARE FOR SAPS near ka 
(Fencing) ...... Se 2. By Luke Torley 47 


When tonr opponent insists on a particular weapon, 
against vout preference, that suggests he isn't so hot with 
the weapon you prefer! 
Re Dats) ONCE IRIN irae erc eere n 
(Baseball) ...... e... By Richard Brister 52 
Vie Edwards was playing against a stacked deck, and 
they all knew it! 
THERE'S A PLACE FOR RAZZLE- ...... 223 
DAZZLE (Football) ........... By Lee Floren 61 


..but it seemed to Ed that the coach decided it wasn't on 
the playiag field, at any time. 


CANDIDATE FOR THE BONE- ........... ur 
YARD (Baseball) .......... ... By T. W. Ford 69 


Val Lachner remembered, now that he was growing old for 
baseball that once you hit the skids,.all the breaks go - 
against you! 


DEPARTMENT 


~p DOPE FROM THE DUGOUT ........ oars 
(Facts and Fun)......... ..... By Wilcey Earle 82 


ROBERT W. LOWNDES, Editor 


n ————ÓÓ MM À— MÀ — HÀ 
SPORTS FICTION, publishe? quarterly by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, INC., 1 Appleton Street, Holy- 
oke, Mass, Editorial and executive offices at 241 Church Street, New York 13, New York. Application 
for entry as second class matter pending at the post office at Holyoke, Mass., under the act of March 3, 
1879. Single .op!es 15c; yearly evbscription 60c. Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed, 
stamped envelopes to insure return if not accepted; and while reasonable care is exercized In handling 
them, they ate eubmitted at author's risk. Printed in U, S, A. 
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Building this 
A.M. SIGNAL GENERATOR 
gives you valuable experi- 
ence, Provides amplitude- 
modulated signals for test 
and experiment purposes. 


RADIO SERVICING pays good money 
28» for full time work. Many others make $5, 
$10 a week EXTRA fixing Radios in 


spare ti 


VETERANS 


You can get this train- 
ing right in your own 
home under G. I. Bill. 
Mail coupon below. 


with Big Kits 
of Radio Parts | Send You 


Do you want a good-pay job in Radio— 
or your money- -making Radio Shop? Mail 
Coupon for a FREE Sample Lesson and 


You build this 
SUPERKHETERODYNE 
CIRCUIT that brings in 
local and distant stations. 


my FREE 64-page book, "How to Be a Xou build this yy You get practical experience 
Success in RADIO—Television, Eelectron- MEASURE 2d yippee E "jp Dutting this set through 


ies." See how N. R. I. gives you practical yourself early in, tae ork on neigh- fascinating tests, 
Radio experience at home—building, test- for Pod Radios to pick up EXTRA 
ing, repairing Radios with BIG KITS OF spare time money! 
PARTS I send! 


Many Beginners Soon Make Good Extra Money 
in Spare Time While Learning 

The day you enroll I start sending EIX' TRA 
MONEY JOB SHEETS. You LEARN Radio prin- 
ciples from easy-to-grasp, illustrated lessons— 
PRACTICE what you learn with parts I send— 
USP your knowledge to make EXTRA money fix- 
ing neighbors’ Radios in spare time while still 
learning! From here it's a short step to your 
own full-time Radio Shop or a good Radio job! 


Future for Trained Men Is Bright in Radio, 


Television, Electronics 
Tt’s probably easier to get started in Radio S i L FREE 
now than ever before because the Radio Repair am € esson 


Gives hints on Receiver Ser- 
vicing, Locating Defects. Re- 
pair of Loudspeaker, I. F. 
Transformer, Gang ‘Tuner, Con- 
denser, eto., 31 illustrations. 
Study it—keep it—use 1t— 
without obligation! Mail Cou- 
pon NOW for your copy! 


Ger Born soe ss FREE v 
4 Success 


business is booming. Trained Radio Technicians 
also find profitable opportunities in Police, Avia- 
tion, Marine Radio, Broadcasting, Radio Manu- 
facturing, Public Addre work, Think of even 
greater opportunities as Televi on and and Elec- 
tronics become available to the public! Send for 
free books now! 


Fine Out What N. R. |. Can Do For You 


Mail Coupon for Sample Lesson and my 64-page book. 
Read the details about my Course. Read letters from 
men I trained, telli what the: re doing, earning. See 
how quickly, easli 1; can get started. No obligation! 
Jusr MAIL COUPON NOW ín an envelope or paste it on 8 Mr. J. E. SMITH, President, Dent. 7FA2 
epay CDL E k ES a Dept. 7FA2 g National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 

ational Radio Institute, OME ST - 

DIO SCHOOL, Washington 9, D. C. SECDV f Mail me FREE Wher obligation, Sample Lesson 

Band 64-page b about how to win success in Ra- 
@dio and Reiorision-lectror ies. (No salesman will 
g call. Please write plainly.) 


My : Course Includes Training in 


TELEVISION e ELECTRONICS ocu E E. 


City. veeesses Oe seco State...... 


Frequency Modulation uere arro arare amener um erae <> OF Oo e em an 


Approved for Trai Training under Gi Bill 


SEE HOW EASY IT Is! 
MY COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE, 
SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY 


To those who thin 


LEARNING MUSIC 


is hard. 


Strike these notes and you're play- Bem ; 
ing “America.” TRY IT—IT’S FUN peor 


basy ecd EC this print and picture ss 


Enrolling for 3rd Course 
“I learned more from your 
course than many of my 
friends who studied under 
private teachers have for 
years. The fact that I’ve al- 
ready taken 2 courses and 
am now enrolling for a third 
should speak for itself.” 


*F. A. S., Indiana 


Plays from Start 


“Your advertisements are true 
to the letter, I can ac- 
tually play my favorite in- 
strument even though I’m 
only at the beginning. How 
can I ever express my joyful 
gratitude.” 
*F. R. O., Illinois 
“Actual names on request. 
* Pictures by Professional 
Models. 


®Perhaps you think learning 
music is a tedious grind. It isn't 
any longer. Long hours of prac- 
ticing humdrum scales and 
hard-work exercises are over 
and done with. 


You have no excuses...no 
alibis whatsoever for not get 
ting started toward musical 
good times now! For, through a 
new, easy, pleasant method, 
you can now learn to play right 
at home — without a private 
teacher—for only a few cents 
a day. 

Learn to Play by Playing 


The lessons come to you by mail from 
the famous U. S. School of Music... 
complete instructions, large, 
clear diagrams and all the 
music you need. You study U, 
with a smile. You learn to 
play by playing real tunes by 
note. And its all so easy 
to understand. First you are 
told how to do a thing. Then 
a picture shows you how. 
Then you do it yourself and 
hear it. 

If you're tired of just look- 
ing on at parties — if you've 
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Rample. 


Please send me 
T would 


(Do you have instrument 


Cit TD > 
Noto! If under 16 yrs. of age parent must sign coupon 
Save 2e—Stick Coupon on Denny posteard 


envied those who could entertain others 
—if learning music has always been a 
never-to-come-true dream—let this time- 
tested home-study method come to your 
rescut. 


Over 850,000 people have studied 
music this modern, easy as ABC way. 
And remember, no matter what instru- 
ment you choose, the cost will average 
only a few cents a day. 


Our illustrated Free Booklet fully ex- 
plains this remarkable course. It shows 
how you can learn to play quickly, and 
for a mere fraction of the cost of old, 
slow methods. So decide which instru- 
ment you want to play and mail thé 
coupon today. The fascinating Free 
Booklet will be sent to you at once to- 
gether with a "Print and Picture" 
Sample. U. S. School of Music, 1286 
Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y. 


1234 Brunswick Bidg., N.Y. 10, N.Y È 
Booklet and Print and Picture 
to play instrument checked below. 


Accordion — Trumpet Ukulele 
Mandolin Trombone Clarinet 
Saxophone Tenor Banjo Other Instrument 


JOE DiMAGGIO’S 
OWN STORY! 


How he rose from the sandiofs of San Fran- 
cisco to ''tops' ‘in Big League Baseball! 


Whot happened in the most excifing 
e moments of the past 10 ycars of the games 

True facts and inside stories about 150 of 
e the stars Joe has played with and against! 

What was said and scrapped over in hotel 
e rooms, locker rooms and dugouts! 

Famous throws, hits, and "tight spots," 
e described by the player who wae IN them! , 
PLUS—A wonderful section 
crammed with Joe's owr 
secrets of fielding, swatting, 
and WINNING THE GAME} 


ERE is the baseball fan's thrill of 
a lifetime — the action-packed, 
CREW 
2n M 

TOLD IN MIS OWN WORDS? 
veryone, young and old, who has 
ever thrown or ewatted the horsshide 
Mer rooter who hes ever yelled 
himself hoarse over a game — every 
real American will get a tremendous 
kick out of Joe's great book, "Lucky 
To Be a Yankee." Here IS Baseball! 
as real, es crackling, as exciting as 

@ stinger to right field! 

Joe puils no punches —on himself 
Or anyone else. He tells his mistakes 
as well 2s his triumphs. He takes you 
into the depaua and out on the 
diamond with scores of the greatest 


WHAT OTHER BIG LIAGUERS 
SAY ABOUT JOS DIMAGGIO: 
“One of the sect vuthelders of all 


time," Broweb Richey. 

“The greates breek ] ever got es a 
pitcher ' was that Joe was oa my 
side. eLefty Gomer. 


“T have managed a lot of gresc ball 


players, and Joe is one of the great- 
a: a i Es 
"In my opiaioa does ev. i 
percaining to Baseball in de tish 
wey." —Conrie Aach, 

"He is 68 good 3 bail player at ever 


put oa 3 spiked thoe. — Joe Cronin. 

d ot DiMegato keeps dum the 
urderer's Row reputation 

Yankees." —Bobe [97 x 


players who ever held a mitt. Grend- 
stands are jammed, baies loaded, and 
1" ore right THERE with Joe, sec- 
ng the game through DiMaggio's 
eyes and living it with him every 
breathless moment! 


HOW TO HIT AND FIELD 

Whet & book! —244 pages, with 
many pictures of Bascbell's greatest 
stars. What's more — Joe has written 
one whole section telling bis owns 
secrets of Hitting end Outfielding, 
Choosing a Bst, How to Stand at the 
Plate, Timing, the Swing, Picking 
Your Hits, the Grip, Bunting, Runs 
and Slides, Catching Flies ~ exactly 
the things you'd want Joe himself to 
tell you. 

.Grantland Rice has writen the 
Forewotd to "Lucky To Be s Yankee" 
and James A. Farley the Introduction. 
It even has special pages for players" 
autographs, 


34 PHOTOS OF STARS 
EXTRA!! ON $2 ORDERS 
ONLY... THE BOOK WILL 
BE AUTOGRAPHED BY 
JOE PERSONALLY... 


“WDE DOPE” CK 150 GREAT PLAYERS, INCLUDING: 


Ernie Bonham Hank Greenberg 
Letty Greve 


Met Harder 
Carl Hubbell 


oe Medw: 
Newsome 
Mel Ott 
Babe Ruth 


Al Simmons 
Ted Williams 
Rudy York 


Dom DiMeggio 
Vince DiMaggio 
Bob Feller 
poer Foxx 

u Gehrig 
Lefty Gomez 


RUSH THIS COUPON NOW FOR YOUR COPY? 
gunemitdirdad distin men M REND 
L] 


FRANKENSTEIN, DA. 
103 PARK AVE. 
NEW YORK 17, N. Y. 


Please rush me at once “LUCKY TO BE A 
YANKEE by Joe DiMaggio, in 


O Paper Cover Edition, $1.00—Postpald 
D DeLuxe Clothbound Edition, $2.09—Postpa!d 


[IDIIDIIIDLLDILLPELEIILI LJ 
Steves senecerunseseeee 
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ADVICE TO READERS: 


who are suffering the miseries of 


BAD SKIN 


Stop Worrying Now About 
Pimples and Blackheads 


and other externally caused skin troubles 


JUST FOLLOW SKIN DOCTOR'S 


SIMPLE DIRECTIONS 


them is a nasty, messy business but that isn't 

the worst of it. Because doing so may also be ins 
jurious and leave your skin with unsightly, embarrass- 
ing blemishes. There is, now, a much easier, safer, 
cleaner way to help you rid your face of ugly, offen- 
sive, externally caused skin troubles. You merely fol- 
low a doctor's simple directions. 


Good-Looking Skin Is Not for Women Only 


‘You — yes, you —can have the same healthy, normal com» 
plexion free from externally caused skin 
troubles simply by giving your skin the spe- 
cial care that handsome screen stars give 
theirs. There's almost nothing to it—it is 
just about as easy as washing your face. T'he 
whole secret consists of washing your face 
in a way that thoroughly cleanses the pores 
of every last speck of dirt and grime—some- 
thing that ordinary cleansing may not do. 
In fact, examination after examunation 
shows that, usually, it is not a case of “bad 
skin" so much as a case of incomplete or 
faulty cleansing. What you should use is a 
highly concentrated soap like Viderm Skin 
Cleanser which penetrates the pores and 
acts as an antiseptic When followed by a 
quick application of Viderm Medicated 
Skin Cream, specks of irritating dirt and 
grime are quickly washed out, they dissolve 
and disappear, leaving your skin clean, 
clear and free of the specks that often bring 
out imple, blackheads and other externally-caused skin 
troubles. 


It's Foolish to Take Bad Skin for Granted 


It doesn't pay to risk marred skin, blotches, blemishes. 
Your very success in business, love and social life may des 
pend upon your looks. Handsomeness and a good appear- 
ance usually start with the condition of your skin. Nobody 
likes a skin that looks unhealthy, unclean, abused, and 
marked with blackheads or pimples. WOMEN ARE 
ATTRACTED TO MEN WHO HAVE SMOOTH, 


Siete pimples or blackheads to get rid of 


DON'T DO THIS! 


Don't murder your. skin 
by squeezing it Skin ts 
delicate When you break 
it, you leave yourself 
wide open to miseries. 
It's far easier, far safer, 
to let the Double Viderm 
treatment help you enjoy 
a handsome, clear and | 
blemish-free complexion. 


CLEAR, ROBUST-LOOKING SKIN Business execu« 
tives don’t choose men who have a poor-looking come 
plexion. Don't take chances with your success in life when 
this inexpensive Viderm formula may help you. 

Don’t murder your skin! Herc's all you have to do to 
keep it smooth and clear. Use Viderm Skin Cleanser when 
you wash your face Rub the rich lather of this highly» 
concentrated soap on your face for just a few seconds and 
then rinse it off. Then apply a little Viderm Medicatéd 
Skin Cream and that’s all there is to it. Viderm Medicated 
Skin Cream quickly disappears, leaving your skin nice and 

- smooth. This simple treatment, used after 
shaving, helps heal tiny nicks and cuts, ree 
lieves razor-burn and smarting, besides 
conditioning your skin. 


Give Your Face This Treat for 7 Days 


Stop worrying and being embarrassed over 
what may happen to your skin. Just send 
for your Viderm Double Treatment this 
minute, and be confident that you will keep 
a smooth and clear complexion. Follow the 
simple directions, written by a doctor, that 
you will get with your Viderm Double 
Treatment; then look in your mirror and 
listen to your friends admire your smooth, 
clear skin—the kind that women go for. 


Just mail your name and address to The 
New York Skin Laboratory, 206 Division 
Street, Dept. 112, New York City 2, New 
York. By return mail you will receive both 
of the Viderm formulas, complete with full directions, 
and packed in a safety-sealed carton. On delivery, pay 
two dollars plus postage. If you wish, you can save the 

tage fee by mailing the two dollars with your letter. 
Then, if you aren't thrilled with results, your money will 
be cheerfully refunded. Remember that both of the form- 
ulas you use have been fully tested and proven, and are 
reliable for you. If they don't help you, your treatments 
Cost you nothing. After you have received your Viderm, if 
you have any questions to ask concerning abused skin, 
just send them in. 


Don't Neglect Foot itch 


ATHLETE’ 


S FOOT 


... if may become DANGEROUS! 


PEDILIN - - This Wonderful, Tested Discovery 
Paves The Way For New! Improved! Treatments! 


Does your Athlete's Foot Itch drive you mad? Does that’ 


torturing itch compel you to hopelessly scratch away at 
your skin . . . only to find you have aggravated the condi- 
tion? It has been estimated that anywhere from 50% to 
90% of the people in this country are affected by this 
disease sometime during their lives. Now you, too, like 
thousands of other men and women may use PEDILIN — 
this amazing, new, scientific treatment for Athlete's Foot. 
You may not be aware that you are 
suffering from a mild case 
of Athlete's Foot at 
present. 


Special Formula Quickly 
Penetrates to Germs and 
interferes with Its Spreading 


The ingredients of PEDILIN were tested during the war 
on Navy Personnel, as well as others. The xesults of 
these tests indicated that one of the active ingredients of 
PEDILIN was more beneficial than many other treatments. 
This ingredient in this special formula helps interfere 
with the spreading of the Athlete’s Foot germ. It takes 
fast action against the “hard-to-get-at” germs. Other in- 
gredients of this formula help the badly affected skin. 


Beware of these Symptoms 


The symptoms of this disease at the start are small cracks 
between the toes and the peeling of the skin surrounding 
these cracks. Should you neglect your Athlete's Foot in its 
first stage, it may develop and spread throughout all your 
toes to the balls of your feet and arches. This is usually 
accompanied by an uncontrollable itching and scratching, 
which results in a badly, mutilated, ugly, infected condi- 
tion of the skin. 


‘Try PEDILIN NOW 


fA one month's supply costs you only one dollar, You would 
gladly pay much more than the small cost of this won- 
derful treatment to relieve yourself of the agonizing foot 
itehing that interferes with your sleep, your work and 
social life. Don't miss this opportunity to help yourseif 
with PEDILIN—medical sciences’ sensational new discovery 
for the treatment of Athlete's Foot. Mail Coupon NOW! 


UNIVERSAL SYNTHETICS, INC., Dept. DA-6 i 


| 100 West 42nd St., New York 18, N. Y. 


Here is my dollar! Rush to me a one month's supply 
| of PEDILIN, the New Foot Medicine (ATHLETE'S | 
j FOOT TREATMENT). 


| Name CLP 


See eee eS 


peo Zone. .... State........ 


Too Many Cooks 


He was Jolting Joe Burdee, the wonder boy who never lost 
a bout. But behind him were a trio of tricksters who 
wouldn’t let him use his own ring-savvy, and went for 
the publicity build-up that reeked of phoney. Then came 
that little stunt that backfired and something happened 
that took the heart out of Joe’s fighting. And the same 
night, he learned the answer to all the questions he'd 
been asking. . . 


COMPLETE NOVELET 
By T. W. FORD 
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metical sealed off from real 
life. He never actually knew just 
what was going on around him. Bor- 
tal, Goodin and Murps drew the blue- 
prints, set the stage, then usheted 
- him out onto it. And he went through 
the act, made all the moves in which 
they had so carefully rehearsed him, 
then was put back in the glass case 
again. Joe Burdee—Jolting Joe, as 
Goodin had begun to press agent him 
—sat on the hotel bed and looked at 
his square-hewn fists, strung with 


il 


^ OMETIMES Burdee felt like 
2 something in a glass case, her- 


kN 
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the heavy tendons of his profession, 
and wondered what the hell it would 
be like to bust out of that glass case 
....To go out and do things, espec- 
ially fighting, the way he felt like 
doing them.... To— 

“Okay, Joe. Time to give the 
clucks who buy tickets a run for their 
dough.” Mal Bortal stood in the door- 
way, slim, swarthy, half his mouth 
in the knowing smile that meant 
nothing. He had a long face with 
eyes ringed by dark circles and a 
certain type of women thought he 
had menace. He toted a vibrating belt 
reducing machine, wherever he went, 
to keep that willowy figure. He was 
one of Joe's managers and part own- 
ers, the one of the trio who arranged 
the fights, told Joe how to handle 
each man. Sometimes Joe Burdee had 
the peculiar feeling Bortal’s name 
had once been something else. He 
had the slippery air of the kind 
who'd do that. 

“Uh-huh.” Joe climbed off the bed 


and stretched like a hundred-and-. 


eighty-six pound cat, smoothed his 
black hair with a careless hand, 
hitched the sports slacks higher on 
his flat body, and moved into the 
living room of the hotel suite. Mur- 
po, his second manager, was there. 

Doc Murpo was a sawed-off mon- 
key of a man with a gnarled face. 
Around the training gyms, he used 
to be known as Muggsy Murpo. The 
other two members of the manager- 
ial triumvirate had decided “Doc” 
had more class to it. Doc was the 
one who trained and taught the kid, 
conditioned him, the real handler. 
His glassy bald skull came about to 
the heavyweight’s shoulder when 
Doc stepped close to size him up out 
of blue moons of eyes that bulged 
like a frog’s. Doc Murpo had a the- 
ory there was more to a fighter than 
just his physical condition or his 
‘raw animal courage. “Interior tone” 
he termed it. “It’s something inside 
him like this here morale. It sorta 
glows. When a man’s got it, he wants 
to fight; he’s ready. When he ain’t 
got it, he’s just another workman.” 

Now, Doc scoured Joe's face, jab- 


bed him on the chest with a blunt 


forefinger audibly, snapped with his 


traplike mouth, “You're ready. 
What’re we waiting for?” He went 
over, picked up his little medical 
case, the larger bag with the kid’s 
equipment, and headed for the door. 
Doc didn't go in for ceremony much. 

“And remember," he barked as he 
twisted his head over his shoulder, 
"keep moving every second 
Moving! You give this Batta a set 
target and he'll tag it. See? Crowd 
him like I shown you if he starts 
punchin' you heavy. And—” 

“Oh, stop sweating, Doc," Mal Bor- 
tal told him in his languid manner, 
a pose that fitted him as well as his 
sleek-tailored suits. "Joe's got en- 
ough to take this boy by a margin." 

"And," continued Doc, ignoring 
Bortal, "never let him get set and 
draw a bead with that right! See, 
Joe? He don't carry no cream puff 
inside that right glove. Say, where's 
my hat?" He started to jack-rabbit 
back across the room, forgetting he 
had it jammed down atop his big 
ears. Murpo always got excited when 
they headed for a dressing room. 
*Onh! Here it is!" 


E WHEELED in his tracks, 
reached the door, turned to jab 
another piece of oft-repeated advice. 
The door swung open and belted him 
on the side of the head as big florid 
Whitey Goodin breezed in. , 
“She’s a sellout, boys! Not a seat 
left! They mobbed that box office 
after I planted the story that Joe 
had a hand injury we were covering 
up! The local yokels think they 
might see Batta get the win. Yah! 
We got our guarantee plus a percent- 
age if the gate topped five thousand. 
Whatta percentage we take now!” 
He was.a big-shouldered man with 
light blonde hair who radiated per- 
petual confidence, plum face always 
on the verge of a grin. His little 
shrewd blue eyes were never still, 
shifting from a man, around, back to 
him again, away. Sometimes Joe Bur- 
dee thought he acted like a guy who 
expected to be followed. 
Mal Bortal gave the half smile. 
“Not bad—not bad at all! 
Joe himself scowled, perplexed. 
“My hands are all right! Say, I want 
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to fight Batta, not trick him. If he 
thinks—' 

“Soft pedal it, kid," Whitey Good- 
in broke it up. He had cne of those 
warm confidential this-is the-inside- 
dope voices. “You just do the fight- 
ing; we handle the busimess end." 
Goodin was the advance man for, the 
fistic troupe, handling the publicity, 
. picking the spots to be hit, setting 
the stage on this build-up that was 
to earry Joe East with a reputation 
that would land him in Madison 
Square Garden in a bout with a lead- 
ing centender. 

“But how about the betting?" Joe 
tried to be forceful. “If they think 
one of my hands is bad, maybe 
they’ll—” 

“Sucker bait, that’s all that stuff 
is, Joe,” Whitey assurred him. “Pay 
no attention to it; Batta won’t. And 
those fans ain't got rocks 1n the head. 
They'll come and yell hke hell for 
the local chump. But they aren't 
laying much cabbage he'll whip Jolt- 
ing Joe Burdee; hell, no! They know 
what you did to Kid Lebolt out on 
the Coast; And what happened to 
Eddie Danolawitz; and how you 
cooled that tough Red Pancho Brown 
in New Orleans, that slugging fool. 
These fans’ll just hope Chuck Batta 
catches you when you aren’t right.” 

Joe shook his dark head thought- 
fully. “That Brown was a puncher all 
right. But I sure was surprised when 
he went down for the count from 
that short right of mine. Can’t get 
over it yet. I just figured to shake 
him up when he was off balance 
and—” 

“Okay. Let’s go shake up this Bat- 
ta,” said Bortal, propelling Joe to- 
ward the door. 

“Remember! Keep moving. Don’t 
let that Batta draw a bead with his 
right,” Doc Murpo started the re- 
frain anew as they boarded the el- 
evator. 


FEXHEY emerged in the lobby of the 
E small city hotel. Joe turned to- 
ward the side door, but Bortal was 
marching straight ahead. And Whit- 
ey Goodin hoəked Joe’s arm and 
steered him down the main lobby. 


Joe, mind intent on the ceming fight, 
oblivious to all else, didn’t question. 
Then Whitey was pointing at a pe- 
tite blonde number stepping through 
the line of great potted tropical ferns 
that flanked one side of the local 
Peacock Alley. 

“Joe! Look! Donna Taslo, the film 
starlet from Hollywood. You remem- 
ber her, kid; you were introduced 
to her out on the Coast.” Whitey 
told him. 

Joe studied the fur-jacketed gla- 
mourous little number rushing to- . 
ward him. He didn’t remember her. 
But, after all, he had met a lot of 
foiks out there on the West Coast. 
Whitey was always bringing cele- 
brities, at least alleged celebrities, 
into the dressing room. And they’d 
gone to the famed Cocoanut Greve a 
couple of times. Been to one studio 
party. Joe framed a smile and said, 
‘Hello, Miss Taslo. I—” 

And then he was engulfed in a 
pair of arms, chunky fur jacket, 

usk-heavy perfume. He was warmly 

issed on the cheek next to his 

mouth. “Put your arms around her, 
dopey,” growled Bortal. “foie— darl- 
eeng, darleeng!” cried Donna Taslo 
in a husky sensuous voice. “I could 
not get here sooner, Dahleeng. I 
know—all your telephone calls 
and—" She bussed him again, 

Joe didn’t mind; he was just in a 
fog about it all. The photographers 
flashbulbs were flickering. Then a 
reporter stepped forward. 

"I'll be giving the best I got in 
there. They tell me Batta is a tough 
baby and—" Joe started. 

Miss Taslo took over the controls, 
leaving Joe stammering at the post. 
“They are crazy out on the Coast; 
Iam engaged to no one. Joe and I 
are just very very good friends. 
After all, he has his career, and I 
have mine. And the stage is so de- 
manding, you know." She was hoping 
she'd have a career. Donna Taslo had 
been born Elta Wiscke, puttered 
around in stock en the road, had a ` 
job currently singing in a local 
nightclub, was trying to get a bid to 
the Coast. She clutched ravenously 
at any bit of publicity she could cor- 
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ral. She chattered away; Joe Burdee 
felt like the forgotten man. 

Then the little act was over. Miss 
Taslo draped herself on the arm of a 
lobby chair, revealing plenty of 
cheesecake for the final shot by the 
Graphlex boys. Then she grasped 
Joe's arm intimately, wished him 


luck, promising to be at the ring- 


side. "After all, dahleeng, when I'm 
in a town where you're fighting, I'm 
always there, am I not, dahleeng?" 

They got outside, into a taxi, and 
headed for the arena. Joe back-hand- 
ed lipstick from his mouth, grinning. 
"I feel no pain. But, shucks, I never 
knew her that well on the Coast." 

"Forget it, kid, Whitey said 
around his cigar. “Publicity! It’s 
what makes the wheels go round. 
Fans like their sports stars to have 
colorful lives outside the arena ex- 
citing lives. That photo will make 
newspapers all around the country— 
ten to twenty, at least. Guys love pics 
of dames, especially ones showing 
plenty of gams. Folks’ll hear of you. 
Joe—]olting Joe Burdee, the fighter, 
he's got a movie dame crazy about 
him. Color, see?" 

joe guessed he did. But Doc Mur- 
po hunched on a bucket seat made a 
faint Bronx cheer. Bortal asked what 
was eating him. Doc scowled around. 

"It's bad luck for an atha-lete to 
get his picture took just before a 
contest," he snapped. 

"There won't be any bad luck 
against Batta," Bortal said smugly. 

Joe rubbed his thighs nervously. 
Sometimes fighting seemed the least 
important part of his whole career, 
at least to Mal Bortal and Whitey 
Goodin.... 


CHAPTER II 


HE DRESSING room had a 
f Smell of liniment, auc... .--, 

and dried sweat—and dankness 
from the leaky plumbing in the show- 
er cubicle. One of Chuck Batta’s 
handlers came in to watch while 
Doc Murpo bandaged up Burdee’s 
hands. Two minutes of fast shadow- 
boxing while Doc watched with a 
stop-watch in his hand—then Joe 
stretched out on the rubbing table 


and tried not to think. At least of the 
coming fight, anyway. 

He thought of his older brother’s 
chicken farm back in Hope Valley 
Rhode Island. Rod wanted him to 
come in with him. In twenty years, 
if things went all right, they'd have 
a nice tidy fortune. But twenty years 
was too long to wait, Joe had decided. 
He wanted to get a chunk fast and 
have some fun when he was still 
young. He wanted excitement, glory. 
He aimed to have himself a neat 
trailer and the financial independ- 
ence to knock around in it where- 
ever he might get a craving to go. 

Nancy fitted into those plans too. 
Nancy with that pert face that no- 
body would ever suspect fronted such 
a level-headed mind, and he: long 
legs. And that gleaming brown hair 
in the shoulder-length bob that she 
had a trick of flipping when she 
thrust her chin out in argument. Like 
when they got discussing fighting. 
Nancy said she didn’t want 3 hus- 
band with a mass of scar tissue for a 
face and a brain deadened by too 
many punches. But he’d show her 
when he established himself in the 
East as a leading contender with 
real money. Of course, he had com. 
petition back there in the nome town. 
Bob Hummell the young lawyer, for 
one. But Joe was confident of him- 
self; he was coming along in steady 
sure strides, accumulating a record 
that would smash the Eastern boxing 
experts right in the eye, with this 
trio that was handling him. Soon— 

There was the quick dovble rap on 
the door. The voice saying, “All 


right, Burdee, you're on next!" The 


semi-final event had ended in a mid- 
bout kayo. 

Doc wrapped the Turkish towel 
around the kid’s neck, swung on his 
sombre black robe with the silver 
lettering across the back. Joe would 
have preferred a green robe, or a big 
furry red one with white piping like 
that Red Pancho Brown had had 
down in New Orleans. But Whitey 
and Mal Bortal said the black one had 
more class, made him stand out. Joe 
always felt as if he were going to a 
funeral in it. They went out and up, 
Boc leading the way with the bucket 
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and sponges and his medical kit. Bor- 
tal swung along beside Joe. 


“You'll take this guy,” Bortal seid 
from the corner of his mouth. “Don’t 
worry about that. But you wanta look 
good doing it; you wanta look like 
the class. Once it starts, listen to 
everything I say real careful. Do just 
what I say, too!” 

They were going down the aisle, 
almost unnoticed at first. Chuck Bat- 
ta the local boy had already climbed 
through the ropes and was getting a 
big ovation from the crowd. Joe 
could see he was a compactly-built, 
barrel-chested hundred and ninety- 
five pounder, a veteran ring horse. 
Little nerves like violin strings were 
jerking at the back of Joe Burdee’s 
neck. His legs felt unsteady as if he 
were walking on eggs and had to be 
careful how he put his feet down. 
Every movement seemed unnatural, 
jerky, tensed-up. He knew the signs. 
It was the way he always got wound 
up till the first leather mitten 
smacked against his flesh. 

WV HITEY GOODIN detached 

himself from a couple of re- 
porters: in the press section and 
joined them. Then Joe was mounting 
the steps, swinging through the 
ropes, Doc Murpo’s guiding hand on 
his arm. There were a few cheers, 
some clapping. The announcer took 
over, introducing other locally pro- 
minent figures of fistianna. Finally 
it came the turn of the principals. 
There was a fair amount of applause 
when Joe rose, swathed to the ears. 
But he barely touched his gloves over 
his head perfunctorily. let the scorn- 
ful half-smile that Whitey and Mal 
Bortal had taught him drift other 
them. "Give 'em the patronizing at- 
titude,” was their slogan. They'd 
jeer, but the crowd would remember 
you fer longer than they would the 
usual grinning monkey who capered 
and pranced for their favor. 

There were some jeers now. Joe 
actually felt like grinning. He felt 
good, confident, eager to go. But he 
held his mouth. curled scornfully. 
Then he was out getting instructions. 
Betta watched him with light-hued 


eyes from beneath heavy brows. Back 
in the corner, Doc whisked ofí the 
robe and towel. He had a chief sec- 
ond's license and really handled Joe 
inside the ropes. 

“Keep moving, now. Don't give 
him no target, Joe." 

Joe nodded, flexing himself on the 
ropes, dancing his feet into the rosin 
a little. He stood with his back to 
ring center, a tall kid with more the 
build of a light-heavy than a heavy- 
weight. He had long, almost pipe- 
stem legs, very flat hips, supporting 
the smooth-muscled torso with over- 
large shoulder tones. There was a 
certain easy grace about him. At the 
bell, he pivoted, glided out. 

Batta came across the ring with 
short steps, feinted, bobbed into a 
crouch and threw a left hok. Block- 
ing it, Joe circled to his right, vary- 
ing his speed as Doc had warned 
him. Batta came in. Joe snapped his 
head twice with left jabs. Batta took 
it to thump a right arid left to the 
body. But Joe had both blows blocked 
with his arms. The glancing leather 
drummed against him harmlessly and 
he was at once cool and poised, all 
the jerky nervousness gone at the 
touch of leather. He backed, caught 
Batta sharply with a straight inside 
right as he bulled in. Batta pumped 
with both heavy arms, but Joe was 
gliding away, rattling that long left 
into his broad face. Hesitating, Bet- 
ta dropped onto his heels, Quick as 
a flash Joe was in a step and nailed 
him with a straight left that packed 
power. - 

Bátta absorbed it and kept right 
on coming. He moved like a big bear 
but his hands were fast. He got Joe 
on the ropes and' pounded. Joe tied 
him up, unhurt. Chuck Batta kept 
carrying the fight, throwing leather, 
a rough burly pushing customer, es- 
pecially inside. He punished Joe 
around the ribs when he got under 
a left. He exploded the right and Joe 
pulled away from it.so it missed by 
inches. Joe rocked him back on his 
heels with a solid straight right. Bat- 
ta was bulling him around at the bell. 
It was Batta's round, but Joe was sat- 
isfied. Me was studying his man 
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timing him, learning the pattern by 
which he fought. And there were 
nine more cantos to go. 


HE SECOND began with Batta 

apparently dominant. A left hook 
slapped Joe Burdee against the cords 
again. A left and a right to the bedy 
made him crowd and tie up. But his 
shooting stiff left was finding Bat- 
ta’s head like a tireless triphammer. 
When Batta leaped in again, Joe 
nailed him flush with another 
straight right, then spun him with -a 
surprise left hook. The crowd yelled 
for the local favorite as he bored in; 
but Joe was steadily outboxing him 
now, blocking his hooks, making him 
miss. A ribbon of blood, produced by 
these jabs, curled from Batta's mouth. 
His right eye began to swell. Check- 
ing the clock, seeing there was a half 
minute to go, Joe stopped the back- 
tracking abruptly, stiffened him with 
a straight right, then loosed a brief 
attack. It was Batta who was trapped 
in.a corner, a little woozy in the 
head, at the gong, 

“Nice, nice, boy," Doc assuried 
him as he worked with the towel, 
held out the elastic waistband of the 
trunks so Joe could suck deep brea- 
ths more easily. *You got him timed 
now. But don't slow down or he—" 

Bortal had swung up on the ring 
apron, “All right, Joe. The razzle 
dazzle this round! Box him dizzy! 
Al the speed you got!" Bortal 
ordered in a staccatto whisper. 

Though he was disappointed, Joe 
nodded; he woul obey. But he hated 
to quit the pattern he'd tvit: un. He 
was a natural counter puncher any- 
way. Had he been fighting his own 
kind of fight, he would have kept 
catching this Batta coming in, wear 
him down with that constant left, 
soften him up. And somewhere about 
the eighth or ninth he'd have figured 
to have him dressed up for t5? kill. 
But now— 

At the bell he was two-thirds of 
the way across the ring, springing 
on his toes. Darting whistling gloves 
threw a swarm of leather at Chuck 
Batta. Joe danced all around him, 
firing constantly, the red mittens 
buzzing like a mosquito swarm before 


Batta's eyes. There was no real po- 
wer in those punches; Batta was 
taking no genuine punishment. True, 
Joe was piling up points. But when 
the rouund was over, Batta would be 
as strong as ever, even recovered 
from those jolting jars of the first 
two. Joe looked flashy, brilliant as 
again and again he sped away from 
Batta’s ponderous, bulling attack. He 
simply boxed the local boy dizzy; but 
the fans were hooting and yelling for 
a first knockdown when it ended. 


ORTAL GAVE no instructions 

for the fourth. Doc Murpo 
looked into Joe’s eyes as he rein. 
serted the fighter’s mouthpiece at 
the ten-second buzzer. They needed 
no words, those two. Both knew Joe 
would go back to his own natural 
style, chopping his man down stea i- 
ily, scientifically. As Batta charged, 
Joe rocked him with another of those 
straight rights. And then there was a 
surprise straight left. The -laret be- 
gan to seep from Batia's right eye. 
Joe jumped in and tied him up be- 
fore he could get a retaliatory charge 
launched. 

Joe backed, jabbing, jabbing.. An 
inside right half spun Batta. Outside 
the apron, Doc Murpo beat his hands 
together, snorting, “Sweet, Joe, 
sweet! Boss him, Joe, boss him!” And 
some of the fans had now switched 
to Jolting Joe Burdee. He had begun 
to dominate the battle as decisively 
as if he had put Chuck Batta on the 
deck a couple of times. It began to 
be evident that Batta could only win 
by a kayo, by landing a lucky one. 

With a minute to go, they were 
tied up. The ref shoulder-slanned 
them to break. Joe moved away, 
frowning a little. In the clinch, Batta 
had mumbled, “Don’t be so damn am- 
bitious, huh?” Joe couldn’t under- 
stand. His concentration wavered a 
moment. And even as Doc bawled 
from the ringside for Jce to step 
around, Batta’s right exploded. 

The blow caught Joe on the left 
cheekbone, dumping him. He glanced 


off the ropes, went down to his knees. 


The impact from the side of the head 
sent his mouthpiece flying. It looked 
sensational; but, actually, he was in 
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no real trouble. His head rattled but 
was clear. He saw the referee’s gray- 
sleeved arm flag down, heard the 
“two” of the count. He knew he’d 
been careless. But what surprised 
him was Batta’s touted right hand. 
It hadn’t packed anything near the 
bombing power Joe had been led to 
suppose. 

Up easily at "six", he expected 
Batta to rush him. Batta did come in 
but was wild with one, then waited. 
Going sideward, Joe slipped on a 
wet patch in Batta’s corner, was off 
balance and catching at the ropes 
with one glove to right himself. Still 
Batta didn’t close; then Joe was back 
in control, boxing him off, nailing 
him with that straight right counter. 
Batta acted sort of sheepsh, like a 
guy who'd made a mistake. The round 
ended. 

Bortal was up on the apron with 
new instructions for the fifth. Joe 
was surprised. It was his fight new, 
going his way, time runaing out 
against the slowed-down battered 

huck Batta. But Mal Bortal 
ordered : 

“Tear into him this round, Joe! Go 
out for the kill!” 


OE STARTED to protest. He had 
this fight under control, was 
moving inexorably toward his object- 
ive, a knockout in the late rounds. 
Joe tried to speak. But Doc began to 
towel his face, at the same moment 
putting the cold sponge at the back 
of his neck. And Joe knew he’d obey. 
It was part of that campaign Goodin 
and Bortal was selling of him being 
an unpredictable fighter, the man 
with a dozen styles. 

He went out at the bell, tap-tapped 
with his left, feinted with the right, 
and moved away. Batta came in on 
tracks. Joe still circled. Then he 
drilled a right, and began to go after 
the tired Batta with the killer stuff. 
Batta stood in and slugged it—hurt 
Joe a couple of times. But Joe had 
slowed him to a walk and was throw- 
ing the leather a lot faster.- Batta 
went to the ropes, fell along them. 
Joe nailed him with an overhand 
looping right. Batta went down for 
a close-up look at the deck on all 


fours. When he rose, he used his 
strength and weight advantage and 
tied up Joe. Joe threw hlm away, 
missed a left uppercut, then rocked 
Batta with the straight right. Batta 
fell inside again. He seemed sore 
about something. 

What the hell! Can't you count?" 
he snorted on Joe's shoulder. 

That didn't make any sense what- 
ever to Joe Burdee. He kept carrying 
the fight, beating the weary Batta to 
the punch. The round ended. There 
were no instructions for the sixth. 
joe and Doc knew he would go back 
to his own campaign of softening up 
Batta for the kill. And Joe made him 
miss two whistling swings to open 
that sixth. The fickle gallery was 
bawling for him to go for a knock- 
eut now. But he knew the tough 
Batta wasn’t quite ripe yet. Joe jab- 
bed him sharply three times without 
a return, then tricked him by follow- 
ing up with a straight left lunge. Bat- 
ta bounced off the ropes, knees 
slightly wobbly. He tied up. 

They broke. Joe hooked him with 
a left, fired the short inside right. 
Another round or two, he was figur- 
ing, and Batta would be ready to be 
taken to the cleaners. And then he 
blinked; Batta was falling, buckling 
at the knees, Then he smacked onto 
the deck, rolled onto his belly, and 
lay there with gloves outspread 
helplessly. Automatically Joe moved 
into a neutral corner, watched the re- 
feree count Batta out with plenty to 
spare. 


OWN IN THE dressing room, 
Joe could still hardly believe 
it. “Td hit him with dozens of those 
before. It wasn't supposed to be a 
knockout punch; I'd planned to work 
on that cut eye the rest of the round. 
He was slowed down but still strong. 
Why—" 

Doc said nothing as he rubbed him 
down. But Bortal put in leudly, *Ac- 
cumulative effect, Joe! You had him 
eating leather round after round. You 
fought just as I told you; he was due 
to go. A full right would have half 
killed him. Sure. Accumulative ef- 
fect, kid." 

And then Whitey Goodin was 
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barging in with some local celebri- 
ties. “Meet the kid who’s going to 
be next champion, folks.” 


Joe was shaking hands with a local 
political bigwig, a major league ball 
player who made his home in this 
town in the off season, and a couple 
of society women. The mayor, : pot- 
bellied little guy who didn’t seem 
to know what the score was. They 
glad-handed him, obviously awed at 
meeting a prize fighter. The sports 
writers were there too, telling him 
how good he looked. Batta’s man- 
ager came in and told him he was a 
comer. 

“The boy doesn’t know how good 
he is himself,’ Bortal proclaimed. 
“He really wasn’t working hard to- 
night. When he went out for the 
sixth, he told me he’d put him to 
sleep that round. And—weil—he 
did... 


CHAPTER III 


bull-throwing, the half-lies, and 

some of the acts his managers 
demanded he go through. But aside 
from details like that, he felt pretty 
. good in the sleeper that night as they 
rolled eastward. Detroit was the next 
stop. Before turning in, he had wired 
Nancy in Rhode Island as usual when 
he won. Which, in the last three 
months, meant practically always. 
There had been one draw. But a 
couple of weeks later he had kayoed 
the man who'd held him to that even 
break. Yeah, things were moving a- 
long very smoothly, Joe told him- 
self as he stretched his frame and 
looked at the night-shrouded land- 
scape slipping by the window of his 
berth. 

He wasn't .putting away much 
money. This kind of a tour, apparent- 
ly. took plenty of onionskins to put 
over properly with the publicity 
build-up and everything—so Whitey 
and Mal Bortal had explained to him. 
But he was going somewhere. He 
was piling up wins, amassing a re- 
cord. By the time they got to New 
York he would be known, touted, 
with a list of victims behind him as 
long as his forearm, Then would 


oD OE BURDEE didn’t like the 


come the big bouts with the real 
dough. And he wasn’t worried about 
the brand of competition he'd mee: 
there, about taking on some of the 
tough challengers for Joe Louis’ 
title. He knew how easily he was 
winning agains. these first-class 
club fighters like Batta. How he'd 
taken good men, a notch above club 
fighters, like Lebolt on the Coast— 
Lebolt who'd boxed with Conn. And 
Pancho Brown, who, before the war 
had fought a blood-streaming draw 
with Galento, the Jersey beer barre! 
Yes, he had plenty behind his red 
mittens. Only he wished he were 
allowed to fight his own way. Some- 
times there was a phoney touch to 
the way his managers did things 
But, perhaps, that was the way things, 
had to be handled. After all, all he 
knew was the punching end. 


And he couldn't complain abou 
the way they handled the resi of th: 
business. He was being touted on a!! 
sides as one of the leading challen 
gers. Sports experts were beginning 
to point the finger at him. The sports 
pages throughout the Midwest car 
ried colorful highly laudatory write 
ups on him. On the radio, analists of 
the ring game commented repeatedly 
on his impressive record, spoke of 
his varied hard-to-solve fighting 
style. And all this time, Bus Graham, 
the Pittsburgh slugger and one of 
the top contenders for a title shot 
was barnstorming through the Mid- 
dle West too. Hardly anybody knew 
it; even th. New York sports writers 
were beginning to mention the smart 
kid from the Coast with the puzzline 
ring tactics, Jolting Joe Burdee 

Yeah, he was moving toward the 
top of the ladder, all right. And if 
publicity was part of the business 
he guessed he could stand it. He 
roled over and went to sleep. 

In the Motor City, he outpointed 
the flashy Jimmy Morelli in twelve 
heats. Around about the ninth, wor- 
ried about the outcome, he wanted to 
go in and try for a knockout, but Bor- 
tal ordered it otherwise. And in the 
last two heats, the dancing speedy 
Morelli, who had a reputation for 
being tireless, seemed to slow down. 
Joe shook him up plenty, jabbing him 
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all around the ring, to clinch the de- 
cision. 

The saturnine Bortal shook a long 
finger at him afterward. Back in the 
ring, Joe had put up an argument 
when Bortal had commanded him 
to keep boxing through the final 


three. "See? Things worked out per- , 


fect, didn't they?" Bortal told him 
in the dressing room. “We know 
what we're doing. All you got to do 
inside that ring is push the leather 
and obey orders." He sneered a little. 
“You got managers like me and 
Whitey to do the brain-work.” 


Joe had flushed. Then Doc was 
shoving him flat on the table. “Your 
jab was almost as good as his, kid,” 
Doc picked it up fast. "He's faster. 
But he can't punch for nothing. So 
what if Bus Graham did get a t.k.o. 
over him? It was one of the dirtiest 
fights this town's seen. Morelli's 
camp claimed three fouls....Relax, 
will ya, relax! I gotta keep your in- 
terior tone good, don't I?" 


HEY remained in Detroit for a 

fight a week later, Joe meeting 
one Al Green at the same club. He 
was glad to stay in the town. It gave 
him a chance for some real workouts 
at a first-class training gym under 
Doc Murpo's expert tutelage, gave 
him a break from the sleeper jumps. 
But he couldn't help thinking that 
if they'd left him alone he could have 
gone on to knock out that Morelli. 
Doc worked on sharpening his left 
jab and a left hook to the body. Green 
was a rough customer, a smart bird 
at long range and poison once he got 
inside and started pitching his whip- 
like arms to the body. 

Everything seemed the same as 
usual when they got down to the 
dressing room. Whitey was out 
seeing “somebody important.” Bortal 
was primarily interested in the house; 
a slecty night had held down the gate. 
And Doc, puttering around fretfully, 
was warning Joe repetitiously as 
usual. 

“Be ready to drop that left and 
shoot it to his body, boy. He’s got a 
trick of riding in behind an over- 
hand right. He don’t care too much 
whether it lands—just so long as 


you're covering and goin’ back 
against it. Then he's inside. Be ready 
to drop that left and smash him in 
the side. You understand?” His 
bluish moons of eyes switched to Joe 
as if he hadn't been saying exactly 
the same thing half the evening. 

Joe nodded. “Uh-huh. His ribs'll 
be wide open.” He watched the front 
half of Doc’s glittering bald head 
wrinkle when he grinned at how Joe 
had learned the lesson. It always 
amazed Joe Burdee how much little 
Doc knew about so many other 
fighters. Doc had little to say out- 
side the gym or the dressing room or 
the ring. Whitey Goodin and Bortal 
were the big shots then. But once 
they got in the action zone, without 
seeming to do so, Doc asserted him- 
self. And vhen he personally hadn't 
seen a scheduled opponent of Joe's 
before, he always seemed to know 
somebody connected with the fight 
racket in the town who could give 
him the dope. 


"When he pitches that high right, 
you duck inside, and slam the left 
to his ribs, kid. And if—” 


T WAS THEN the dressing room 

door was flung open. A big tall 
man with the cauliflower ears of a 
wrestler filled the doorway, came 
through it, slammed the door with a 
careless slap of his hand behind him. 
His dull eyes were only for Joe sit- 
ting on the rubbing table. 

“So you're the Don John of the 
prize ring, huh?" he said hoarsely. 

"Hey, what the hell gives?" de- . 
manded Bortal, climbing off a stool 
where he'd been studying a news- 
paper race result chart. 

The tall mai armed him aside, 
throwing him half over the stool, as 
if he'd been a child. The man's eyes 
never switched from Joe. They gave 
Joe a creepy feeling. Then he real- 
ized this guy was a psychopathic 
case, a man brooding over a fancied 
wrong but still a little short of actual 
madness. 

“So youre the guy who's been 
playing around with my wife, huh, 
Burdee?" said the tall one, advancing 
slowly. "I'm Donna Taslo's husband. 
See? I knock the ears off to pay 
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that dame alimony. So what? So she 
plays around with you, a big timer! 
I saw them pictures in the papers, 
bub. I ain’t so dumb.” 


Joe had slid off the edge of the 
rubbing table, taped hands rubbing 
together. He had to think who Don- 
na Taslo was. Then he remembered 
the incident in the hotel lobby in 
that last town. He watched aware- 
ness fade from the man’s eyes, then 
come back with an obvious effort. 
Joe heard himself say: 

“Look, pal, we were just good 
friends.” It sounded inane the in- 
stant it got out. 

“I support that woman,” Donna 
Taslo’s husband said heavily. “And 
you run around with her!” He came 
forward another step past the steol 
on whieh Bortal had been sitting. 
“Yeah. Maybe that’s good.” 

Joe was measuring him, getting 
ready to drop him with a punch. He 
knew trouble was coming. From the 
corner of his eye he saw Mal Bortal 
shift around behind the man. Then, 
the next instant, the big felow 


whipped a short ugly knife from his . 


side coat pocket. There was a little 
diving figure. And Doc Murpo threw 
himself on the man, swinging wildly 
with a damp towel. 

Joe wished he hadn't. He'd had the 
man measured for a kayo punch. The 
crazed fool hacked at Doc. Joe 
leaped into the struggling thrashing 
bodies and grabbed the wrist of the 
knife hand. He heard the door slam 
and Mal Bortal was gone from the 
scene, Joe twisted the wrist till the 
man released the knife. It bounced 
on the floor. But the estranged hus- 
band of Donna Taslo had an insane 
strength. He threw Doc from him 
and bent and scooped up the knife. 
Joe let him have a terrific right to 
the head. The man rocked but came 
up with a glassy wild look. 

He slashed with the blade as the 
battling Doc again got in Joe Bur- 
dee’s way. The knife passed over the 
hunched puffing Doc Murpo. Joe 
leaned away from it. But the tip of 
the knife caught him across the fore- 
head a half inch over the left eye. 
Then Joe wheeled in and nailed him 
flush with another smashing right- 


hand. The poor devil bounced off the 
wall and folded up with Doc grap- 
pling him around the knees. And then 
the cops, with Bortal a cautious 
distance in the rear, busted in. 


ONNA TASLO'S husband was 
hauled off, a shambling mutter- 
ing thing by then, not too certain 
why he'd even come there. Doc 
started to swab at the blood running 
from Joe's forehead, applied collo- 
dion. Then he shook his head. It was 
deeper than he had thought. 

“You ain't going in there tonight, 
kid," he said. 

“Holy hell, we got a sellout up 
there! Think of our percentage!" 
Bortal started. “Why—” Then he re- 
alized the cut was no nick. 


Joe stood leaning against the table, 
a little bit dazed by the near tragedy 
that had occurred. Whitey Goodin 
arrived on the scene. A club doctor 
was brought in. Then it was decided 
that Joe couldn’t enter the ring with 
that slice in his forehead. Even one 
punch would reopen it. The kid 
tasted anger in his throat for the 
first time then. He glared at Bortal, 
who’d been far from heroic, and at 
Whitey. 

“Looks like some of your publi- 
city stuff backfired this time!” Joe 
spat out. 

Bortal was telling one of the club 
officials the alternate would have to 
go on in Joe’s place. He turned to 
beam and shake his head with 
Whitey. Whitey said, clapping on his 
hat. 

"Don't be crazy, kid. Wait'l the 
reporters get down here. This'l be 
real front page stuff. 'Leading heavy- 
weight contender stabbed over ro- 
mance! Brother-r, that's real news. 
Some of the damfools wil probably 
suspect me of staging the thing. Why, 
Joe, this is better than a one-round 
knockout!” 

Later that night, as he stretched 
out in his hotel bed, Joe remembened 
that Bortal and Whitey Goodin 
had overlooked one little thing. He 
might have been stabbed to death. 
He grinned a little as he recalled how 
Doc had tied into the crazy guy. 
Then the phone on the bedside table 
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at his elbow tinkled. A sharp reedy 
voice asked him if he were Joe Bur- 
dee. Joe said he was. 

The man at the other end said 
slowly, as if talking from behind 
clenched teeth, “All right, Joe. I'll 
catch up with you yet!” Then the 
wire went dead...... 


CHAPTER IV 


a twelve-day break till the next 

bout down in Center City. It gave 
that slice on Joe Burdee’s forehead 
a chance to heal. He indulged in 
sparring workouts, using a headgear. 
And he was sharp when they swung 
into Center City,for the bout with 
Frankie Goritano, a smart veteran 
who'd boxed Tami Mauriello and 
Lesnevitch when they were coming 
up a few years ago. It^would be a 
real test, they told Joe. 

“Goritano’s no chicken," Bortal 
said. “But he's rough— and a cutie. 
He's spoiled a lot of kids who thought 
they were going somewhere." 

“You take him into camp," Whitey 
put in, "and those New York sports 
writers wil have to admit you're good, 
Joe. Then—" 

"You gotta watch this Goritano 
every minute, boy," Doc said again. 
He'd been saying it, it seemed, every 
half hour for the last two days. 

“Aw, quit worrying the boy, Doc,” 
Bortal snapped. *He'll take Goritano. 
Itll be a fight, of course. But—" 

Joe looked up from the newpaper. 
“Has Bus Graham met Goritano yet?” 

Whitey Goodin shook his head. 
"No; and he won't. Graham wants 
no part of a guy who pitches leather 
as wildly as Goritano." 

Joe nodded thoughtfully. “All 
right. Now—let me fight Gori in my 
own way, huh?” 

Sucking hard on his cigaret, Mal 
Bortal scowled. “You fight the way 
we tell you to fight, understand? 
Who’s brought you along this far, 
anyhow?” 

Joe nodded. “Sure. But I know 
what I can do in there And—and—” 
He almost halted. Then he got a 
surreptitious poke in the side from 


[B WAS a lucky thing there was 


Doc and went on, not quite under- 
standing the gesture himself. "And, 
well—well, I was thinking that if I 
handled this guy in my natural way, 
why—" 

"We do,the thinking, Whitey 
Goodin said sternly. He was studying 
some papers from the pocket of his 
sports jacket. “As a matter of fact, 
Graham shows here two weeks from 
this Friday, Joe. But not against 
Goritano. He meets Al Green, the 
guy you were supposed to take on in 
the second bout in Detroit...... And 
remember, we do the thinking." He 
smiled blandly. 

Something about the very bland- 
ness of it angered Joe Burdee. He 
swung out of the chair. "Look, 
Whitey, I'm not exactly one gen- 
eration removed from some baboon 
who swung from limb to limb. I 
know what I got inside those ropes." 
His voice was quick, harsh. *And if 
you guys'd let me show what—" 


HE CRISIS was averted by the 

arrival of the bellhop with the 
mail they'd ordered sent up. Joe 
grabbed his two letters. One was from 
a friend out on the Coast. But the 
other had a Westerly, Rhode Island, 
postmark. That meant Nancy. He 
went into the other room to read it. 
When he slit it open, a newspaper 
clipping dropped out of the letter 
itself. He reread the heading of it, 
started a third time before it finally 
percolated. It was like the delayed 
shock of a punch. It said: “Mr. and 
Mrs. Donald Laporte Announce En- 
gagement of Daughter, Nancy, to 
Robert Hummell, Prominent Local 
Attorney." 

Joe sat down on the window sill 
and swallowed hard. Finally he fum- 
bled open Nancy’s letter. It was kind 
but to the point. She said she real- 
ized that they both must have 
changed, that it was inevitable he 
would meet other girls in his travels. 
But she resented the fact, she said, 
that he hadn’t been honest enough to 
admit it to her. It wasn’t pleasant to 
learn it from the newspaper story 
of an estranged husband assaulting 
him in his dressing room before a 
fight. She closed wishing him the 
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best of luck and saying she expected 
to be married in a month. 

Joe bit off a hoarse oath. He took 
the snapshot of her from his wallet, 
eyed it a long time, slowly.tore it up 
and dropped it in the wastebasket. 
Then he was afraid he would bust out 
bawling. That was the morning of 


the day of the Goritano fight...... : 


It was the middle of the afternoon 
when Joe heard Mal Bortal answer 
the phone in the other room. Then 
there was an explosive oath. 

“What the hell do you mean, Gor- 
itano can't fight tonight? Listen, our 
contract calls for— Oh, I see. Gori- 
tano's strained his back. Well, what 
the hell he can climb through the 
ropes, can't he? All he has to do is 
put on a good show for a few heats, 
then...." Bortal broke off as he 
listened to the promotor at the other 
end. "You got Al Green to go in 
Goritano's stead. Mister, you can go 
to hell and shoot pool with a broom 
straw! Go stick it in your eyeball. .” 


HEN Joe walked in from the 

bedroom, Bortal was still 
ranting away at the promotor on the 
sother end of the line. He finally said 
he'd call back, then made another call 
and told Whitey Goodin to hüstle 
up 

= said, “What’s the matter with 
Al Green? I was going to meet him 
in Detroit.” 

Pacing the room, Bortal said Joe 
wouldn’t understand Joe tried to 
argue. Bortal shushed him. “It’s a 
matter of box office, kid. We don’t 
fight for peanuts. We want a big 
gate, a packed house.” 

“Well, if you thought Al Green 
was good enough to draw in Detroit, 
I don’t see why—” 

Bortal waved him silent. “Go read 
a comic book, will you, kid? Write 
your girl a letter. Anything. Just 
let me think.” 

Goodin arrived in'a few minutes, 
got the story from the other pilot. 
They both acted as if a great blow 
had fallen. Whitey Goodin called 
Goritano some ugly thing for being 
such an undependable guy to do busi- 
ness with. “Green in town?” he asked 
Bortal. 

Bortal’s sharkish face froze as he 


cut his eyes at Joe. Bortal phoned 
the promotor back and asked .about 
that. He got the information he 
wanted, said he’d call back again. 
Then he picked up his hat and coat 
and went out hurriedly with Goodin 
without so much as a word of ex- 
planation or a goodbye for Joe. The 
latter stared at the closed door be- 
hind them, a little riled. Who the 
hell did they think did the actual 
fighting, he wondered. He felt like 
throwing a scare into them, telling 
them he wouldn’t go into the ring 
that night, then see what happened. 

Doc came in. Joe told him about it. 
Doc lighted up a five cent cigar and 
made no comment. “Well,” Joe half 
shouted at him, “don’t they think I 
can take this Green? Are they scared 
—or something?” 

“Cool down, Joe. It’s just a matter 
of business. Mal and Whitey are 
trying to protect your interests, See? 
Don’t worry about it. And now if it 
is this Green you go against, remem- 
ber about how he rushes behind an 
overhand right. Drop TE left to 
his body. See? Then.. 

Doc went on and on. Joe hardly 
heard him. There was that other 
thing on his mind, Nancy, and their 
broken engagement. He tried to keep 
it tucked away in the back recesses 
of his consciousness. But the thing 
preyed on him. By the time Bortal 
returned, Joe was apathetic about any 
details of the bout. They seemed 
unimportant. But Bortal was cheer- 
ful and smiling. 

*She's all set. We take Green," he 
announced. “I ironed out things with 
that dirty crook of a promotor. If 
it isn't a big house, we get ours any- 
way. So don't worry, Joe. We always 
look out for your interests." 

Before Joe knew it, it was time to 
leave for the arena. He'd almost for- 
gotten the bout, his mind was on 
Nancy so much. Doc went through 
the usual routine of sizing him up. 

"You ain't got so much interior 
tone tonight, he pronounced his 
verdict. Joe just scowled. 


E WAS ONLY vaguely aware 
of the dressing room, of hav- 
ing his hands taped. Then there 
was the usual procession to the ring. 
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Green already on deck, a blonde- 
headed fellow with sloping shoulders 
and overly long arms, powerful if a 
little thick around the mid-section. 
When they met in ring center for 
instructions, Joe noted he had some 
scar tissue over his right eye. Then 


he almost recoiled at the baleful glit- 


ter in Al Green's eyes when he lifted 
them suddenly to meet Joe's full. 
There was a cold rage there, an ani- 
mal hate that didn't make sense. 


But Joe almost forgot it back in 
his corner. All he could think of was 
Nancy and how he'd lost her forever. 
This fight seemed an unimportant 
thing, something to be gotten 
through. That was all. Mechanically 
he moved out at the bell, jabbed with 
the left. And Green, after only feint- 
ing with his looping right, was in- 
side at once, taking two, and tying 
him up. 

"All right, Joe. I caught up with 
you like I said I would," Al Green 
muttered close to Joe's ear. And it 
was that same sharp reedy voice Joe 
had heard on the phone back in De- 
troit. They broke, Green calmly 
snapping in an illegal short punch 
instead of making it clean. 

Joe was baffled and showed it in 
his boxing. From  ringside Doc 
yeiped as Green cocked his right, 
telegraphed it, then caught Joe flush 
in the mouth as he backed, the last 
thing he should have done. And 
Green was on him, mauling inside. 
as he was trapped on the ropes. 
Again Green grappled and talked, a 
vicious note in his voice. 

"I was going to throw tne deal 
over an' belt your ears off in Detroit 
F - vou done to Chuck—Chuck 
Batta,” he grunted. “Didn’t know he 

i her-in-law, did ya? Ya 
He slipped a looper to 


cheap. punk!” 
Joe’s kidney. 
Joe shoved a short one to the head 
himself. “I licked Batta! So what?” 
he demanded. 

_ Green called him a dirty name. 
“So what?” he mocked, diving into 
another clinch a second after the ref 
had broken them. "Innercent, huh? 
You slugged hell outa him in the 
fifth when he never expected it, ya 
bum! Ya slugged hell outa him and 


put him in the hospital with an in- 
jured eye when ya knew you was go- 
ing to win in the next round, ya bum! 
When ya knew!” 


HEY BROKE again. Joe flashed 

in his jab twice, slipped a hook, 
then crossed his right over Al 
Green’s left as the taller man started 
to close in. But Joe Burdee was 
working automatically, dully, trying 
to make sense of things even as he 
fought. And it was he who clinched 
the next time, cliached to get more 
information. He asked Green if he 
was crazy. 

“Crazy—sure, crazy mad! Why the 
hell do ya think I followed you here 
and paid Goritano to take a powder, 
ya bum? I'm getting ya tonight—for 
Chuck Batta!” And he rocked Joe 
with a wicked backhand punch. 


The round ended. Joe stood like a 
dazed hurt man a long moment be- 
fore he started for his corner. He 
didn’t know he was bleeding from a 
cut inside the mouth till Doc re- 
moved his protector. “Wake up, kid. 
Get in the fight,” Doc kept saying 
as he worked over him fast. 

Bortal was up on the apron edge. 
“What the hell’s the matter with 
you? Get in there and make it look 
like a fight. What’s wrong?” 

Joe muttered he'd be all right. He 
tried to spur himself as the ten- 
second buzzer sounded. Tried to see 
through things. In a vague way he 
sensed he should ignore Green's talk 
and concentrate on fighting him. 
That was his business and he should 
stick to it, he knew. But his mind: 
was still shocked by the news from 
Nancy. He wasn't sharp; he lacked 
rebound. At the bell he went back 
out there. For a few seconds he did 
lock his mind on the fight, boxing 
slickly, jabbing Green's squarish 
head several times. And then the 
doubts reared in his brain. He missed 
a jab, was short with a right. Green's 
looping righthand caught him on the 
forehead and he was on the ropes. 
Green threshed in and tied up. 

“All right, ya bum! Now you're go- 
ing to get it! See? This is going to 
be for Chuck! I'm double-crossing 
your managers!" 
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Joe larruped him inside, slid along 
the ropes, then grabbed and tied up 
Green as he came in again, "What do 
you mean?" Joe snorted. “My mana- 
gers? You're crazy. I'm fighting on 
the level and—" 


Green pounded in a couple of short 
low ones the official missed. “Ya ly- 
ing dog! Your bunch fixed me this 
afternoon. But now—" 


"Break up this waltz and fight," 
the ref warned. 


Joe remembered that afternoon. 
There had been something peculiar 
about Mal Bortal’s reaction when in- 
formed Goritano was out of the pic- 
ture and it would be this Green. The 
paralizing doubts bloomed bigger in 
Joe’s mind. His movements were 
hesitant, unsure, reflecting*the con- 
fusion inside him. He saw Green 
start that right, covered. It was a 
feint. Green’s left hook rocked him. 
then the right did whizz in. And Joe 
Burdee found himself sitting on his 
pants on the canvas. 


For the rest of the round he ab- 
sorbed a merciless beating. He 
couldn’t seem to get started. He 
fought like a man whose mind was 
elsewhere. The only thing that saved 
him was his speed in back-tracking 
on those deceptive-looking thin legs. 
At the gong, Doc had to dash out and 
steer him to his corner. Al Green had 
caught Joe with an unexpected psy- 
chologieal blow, then followed it up 
with a physical one. Joe had never 
gotten started. A mouse building fast 
on his feft eye, battered, blood leak- 
ing from mashed lips, half out on his 
feet, Joe flopped onto the stool, al- 
most slid off it. Bortal was leaning 
through the ropes, swearing at him. 


“Kid, are yeu hurt bad?” Boc only 
wanted to know. 

‘Joe was too shot to try to answer 
for a moment. They thought he 
couldn't hear. And Mal Bortal 
snarled: 

"Gees, has that Green gone mad? 
What the hell does he think we paid 
him for?" 

And then Joe Burdee knew beyond 
any shred of a doubt... 


CHAPTER V 


[E GOT LICKED. In the 

fourth, he managed to come 

out of his lethargy briefly to 
box off Green and take that canto. In 
the fifth, he even sent Green back- 
ward a couple of times with sharp 
righthand counters. But he was spas- 
modic, slowed down by the beating 
he'd taken. Green bulled inside and 
let Joe have another low one. Joe 
went back on the ropes and Green 
flailed him. Joe Burdee didn't care 
too much any more. All the quiet 
deep-rooted confidence that had 
once been his had dissipated like a 
flimy mist before the sharp wind of 
realism. In the sixth, Green battered 
him to the canvas for a knockout as 
Joe tried to rise instinctively at 
eight but failed to make it in time. 

There were no celebrities, no band- 
wagon riders in the dressing reom 
that night. Bortal paced around like 
a caged animal, started to curse and 
rant at the kid. Whitey Goodin 
slouched on a chair, then began to 
figure aloud. 

“To begin with, we'll put the blast 
on the ref with the State Boxing 
Commission. Then—let’s see now.... 
Sure, the old Pagliacchi gag. Joe's 
old man died tonight. He got the 
news just before we entered the 
ring. Or—maybe his best girl ran off 
with some jerk. That’s a good one. 
I'll see the reporters and—" 

Doc Murpo broke in uglily, "Shut 
up, both you dopes! Can't you see 
the kid's interior tone ain't no. good 
now? Shuddup!” 

"Why you little sweat-monkey, 
who the hell do you think you're—" 

"Shuddup or I'll throw you both 
out,” Doc said. They looked at him. 
And they shut up. There was some- 
thing about Doc in that moment. 

Doc got Joe patched up. He had no 
serious gashes though his left eye 
was completely closed and his lips 
were badly battered. His whole face 
was swollen out of proportion. For- 
gotten, ignored, they took a cab back 
to the hotel. Bortal actually was in a 
Black rage but Doc silenced him 
again when he began to blow off. As 
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they climbed out, Whitey said he’d 
go look up the press. 

“Come up to the room—all of you.” 
It was about the first thing Joe had 
said since the fight. 


HEY ALL went upstairs. Joe 

put his back against the main 
doorwhen they got inside. And then 
he let go with the surprise bombshell. 
“What I want to know is what’re we 
going to do to that damn Green for 
crossing us up?” he demanded. 

Bortal, taken by surprise, spoke be- 
fore he thought. "Why that dirty 
double crosser can't take our dough 
and then welsh on the deal! I'll have 
him put in a hospital before—" Then 
he choked, realizing what he'd ad- 
mitted. 

“That’s what I thought," Joe Bur- 
dee grated.hoarsely. And the storm 
broke. He raged and raved as he let 
them have it, calling them crooks, 
dirty racketeers, bums. 

Whitey Goodin tried to get in a 
word. “Joe, Joe, listen! That was 
just one fight. It was the first one 
we ever—” 

“Liar!” Joe barked, white with his 
fury. “You had Green fixed to take 
a dive—or at least, go easy—up in 
Detroit! I suppose they were all 
fixed! Batta softened up his right 
hand against me! I guess Morelli 
slowed down in those final heats so 
Id get the decision! Oh, God-d! 
And Pancho Brown down in New 
Orleans—no wonder I never could 
figure how I dropped him with an in- 
side right! And—" The words 
gagged in his throat as he strode 
around, kicking a chair savagely that 
got in his path. "Why, hell you'd 
think I couldn't fight a lick, that—" 
And again he broke off, aghast at his 
own accusation. Maybe he couldn't; 
after all, this night, Green had half 
massacred him and.... 

Whitey and Mal Bortal began to 
talk, They tried to explain. They 
pleaded, cajoled, told Joe he didn't 
understand the inside business of 
the fight game, that this sort of stuff 
was pulled every day in a build-up 
campaign. Joe stood staring out of 
his one flickering eye at them. And 
then he could stand no more. Grab- 


bing the sleek Bortal by the front of 
his coat, he flung him across the di- 
van. He started to swing on Whitey 
Goodin when the latter tried to hold 
him off Bortal. And then Doc, who'd 
remained silent, who as one of the 
managers had denied nothing, barged 
in with a shoulder block that thrust 
Joe back against the wall. He man- 
aged to pinioned his threshing arms 
for a moment. The other two man- 
agers stampeded out the door and 
down the hall for the stairs, not even 
waiting for the elevator. 


OE SUDDENLY deflated, all 
the hating rage and sense of vi- 
olation and even the strength run- 
ning from him. He dropped down on 
the arm of a chair, head slumped on 
his chest. Doc fired up one of his 
five-cent Specials and went over to 
the window. After a long while, Joe 
asked: 

*Doc, how many of 'em were tank 
jobs? How many guys were paid to 
take a dry dive? For God's sake, tell 
me!" 

Doc told. He said there were quite 
a few. He admitted Al Green had 
been paid to lose. And Merelli. And 
Pancho Brown, of course. Toe asked 
if the list included Lebolt out on the 
Coast. Doc shook his head. 

“We knew Lebolt's style was made 
to order for you, Joe." 

“I see! When it was safe, when 
you knew I could knock some bum 
over, those were on the level" The 
impotent rage was lashing up inside 
him again. He came off the chair. 
*Holy hell! Why—" 

*No, Joe. You don't understand," 
Doc said sternly, no apology in his 
tone. He wasn't weaseling as had Bor- 
tal and Whitey Goodin. “I didn't 
like the fix stuff so much. But it was 
two of them against me and, we— 
Look, Toe. It's a matter of plain busi- 
ness. We knew you could whip any 
of those men you met. We're almost 
dead sure. We wouldn't uh signed 
you to fight 'em if we hadn't thought 
so. It was just—well, sorta like in- 
surance and—" 

“TII blow the whistle on those two, 
Whitey and Mal!" Joe roared. “PI 
report 'em to the commission! PI 
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give my story to the papers and—” 

“What, exactly, can you prove?” 
Doc asked quietly. 

Joe gargled, torn with the terrible 
baffülement and disillusionment. Then 
fresh madness leaped into his eye. He 
strode over and grabbed Doc by the 
front of his plaid sports shirt, 
wrenching him up onto tiptoe. “By 
Ged, you were in on this too! You 
strung right along with those two 
vultures! You—" He drew back a 
bruised fist. 

Doc looked him squarely in the 
eye. "I never tried to do anything but 
make a first-class fighter outa you, 

oe." 

joe Burdee's fist started forward. 
Then: he suddenly released Doc. 
Grabbing up his coat he rushed from 
the room and caught a descending 
elevator before Doc could overtake 
him. Down at the hotel desk, he 
cashed a check for several hundred 
dollars, the full balance he had in his 
checking account. Outside a dank 
wind-flung rain hit his hot face. 
Barely aware of it, he walked, blind- 
ly, furiously, turning and angling 
around corners without purpose. The 
ruddy lights of a cheap backstreet 
bar and grille caught his eye. He 
marched, dumped down one whisky 
in a gulp, stared for a while at a 
second shot before dispatching it, 
then threw another bill on the coun- 
ter and told the barman to leave the 
bottle in front of him. 

' After that, nothing of his move- 
ments was very clear to Joe Burdee. 
He vaguely was aware of going to an- 
other place. Of getting something to 
eat once. There was another place 
where there was music and he was 
dancing with a red-haired girl who 
kept giggling. He left her. He awoke 
to find himself sleeping in a chair, 
fully dressed, in a dingy little room. 
He got out of these and screwed up 
his 'eyes against the sunshine, rea- 
lizing another day had come. He kept 
drinking. He didn't get drunk so 
much as dulled. And he had to have 
something to deaden the terrible 
knowledge. The knowledge he wasn't 
the fighter, the winner, he'd believed 
he was. That men had been bribed to 
lose to him. It was a shock like a club 
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blow over the head. He was just an- 
other palooka, a bum. 


T WAS SOME time that after- 
noon when he learned he was no 
longer in Center City but out in a 
suburb. In a dim way he recalled tak- 
ing a ride in a car last night with 
somebody he'd met. He supposed he 
should go back to the hotel and pick 
up his clothes. What he'd do after 
that, he had no idea. A girl laughed 
over at a table and he thought of' 
Nancy, then clamped his mind shut 
against the' picture of her. It seemed 
the next time he glanced out the 
front window of the place it was 
dark. A kid came in selling chances 
on something. Joe gave him a bill 
and then went out. and began to walk. 
He dozed again and was awakened 
by the metallic voice of a public ad- 
dress system. He was in a railroad 
station. He heard something blurred 
about a train to Detroit. It seemed 
as good as any place. He bought a 
ticket and boarded the train. Once in 
Detroit, he took up the aimless wan- 
dering, catching a drink when memo- 
ries got too sharp, when conscious- 
ness of the events of the other night 
became too fierce. Day after day 
went like that. And then, he woke 
one morning to find his pockets 
empty save for some silver. 

There was but one business he 
knew, fighting. His feet took him to 
that training gym where he'd worked 
when he was in Detroit before, when 
he was the touted rising contender, 
the kid with the wonderful record. 
He swore and forked up enough sil- 
ver to pay his admission. Nobody rec- 
ognized this beard-stubbled, grimy 
guy inthe rumpled clothes, apparent- 
ly some young bum, as the promising 
kid who'd worked out there before. 
There was little resemblance be- 
tween this listless shuffling dull- 
eyed guy and the neat vibrant young 
Joe Burdee with his entourage of 
managers and the fight writers 
eagerly closing about him. But he 
got some work as a sparring partner, 
a punch catcher. 

When they asked him his name, he 
said “Bird.” He got three dollars for 
five rounds with a green strong kid 
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out of the amateur ranks. Joe gave 
him a workout but was smart enough 
to make him look good and not to 
show too much himself. He didn’t 
want to be recognized; he was 
ashamed of the fraud he had been. 
The next day he went back there and 
went another five rounds with the 


big raw kid. In the last one, the kid, 


cocky, slammed Joe as they broke 
from a clinch. There was a flash of 
the old pride in Joe. And then he 
was going after the bigger raw guy, 
boxing him dizzy, rattling the jab in- 
to his face, then rocking him with a 
series of right hands. Another mo- 
ment and he caught himself. 

But it was too late. The boy’s 
manager cut the round short, steam- 
ing at Joe for showing up his kid so 
badly. He gave Joe a stiff tongue- 
lashing, then threw a dollar at him 
in the dressing room and told him to 
get out. Joe lost his head and the 
brawl started. Joe never had a 
chance. The manager was well-known 
there, a regular patron who trained 
his whole stable at that gym. Some of 
the bouncers grabbed Joe and hus- 
tled him out. At the top of the stairs 
to the second-floor place he ran 
smack into Doc Murpo.... 


"I've been looking all over for you, 
Joe. But I never really expected to 
find you here," Doc said simply and 
took Toe's arm. 


HAGRINED at being ejected 
from a joint that had once wel- 
comed his patronage. Joe let himself 
be led along. He felt somewhat sick, 
anyway. What he'd been doing to 
his physique for days, plus the wav 
he'd been eating—a cup of coffee and 
a sandwich at odd intervals, had 
knocked him out more than he'd 
guessed. 

Doc led the way to the restaurant 
on the corner and ordered a couple 
of stea':s. He didn’t say anything till 
they’d finished eating. Then he fired 
up one of his cheap cigars and said 
mildly: 

“To think of how I worked to make 
a real fighter outa you—and then 
you go an’ blow it all like a screw- 
ball. Humph! Why right now you 


got the interior tone of a sick cock- 
roach.” 

Joe said, “Will you-shut up about 
me as a fighter, Doc? I never was 
one, and I don't want any part of 
that dirty racket again. Pll pull up 
my socks and get me an honest job 
—where I don't have. $o be a faker.” 

Doc smiled a littlI@&rookedly, blu- 
ish moons of eyes rolling back into 
his head. "You was a real scrapper. 
I don't waste time on fakers." 

"Sure, I was good. Every jerk who 
could wear mittens had to be fixed 
to make me look good. Bah! That's 
how good I was." He slammed the 
table so the silverware rattled. "By 
God—" 

"You're dumber than I ever 
thought,” Doc said. And it brought 
Joe up short. And Doc went on. 
“Now listen, kid. Not all the fights 
was fixed. That Danolawitz go was 
on the level, for one; and you took 
him by a big margin. It was that_one 
that started Mal and Whitey reallv 
worryin’. They knew you had big 
possibilities then. You was a valu- 
able piece of property to them. They 
knew thev could take you places, and 
they wanted to keep buildin’ your 
confidence. So—” 

“My confidence is just swell now,” 
Joe said bitterly. “Just like a stale 
pie crumb—only not so big. Hell, if 
they'd only had let me fight mv own 
way—even if I got licked! Those 
damn crooks!” 

Doc shook his head. “Joe, try an’ 
see. I ain't on their side; I was 
against the fix stuff. But I couldn't 
stop it. But they didn’t crook you. 
They was protecting their own in- 
terests and—thus—you. You see? We 
figured you to take them boys like 


. Pancho Brown and Batta and Green 


—an’ some others. But Whitey and 
Mal—they didn’t want no accidents, 
no setbacks. They—well, they want- 
ed to insure things. Ya see? Morelli, 
well, he might uh outspeeded you 
once, but you’d uh wrapped him up 
in a return match. But Mal and 
Whitey, they wanted the impressive 
record—no setbacks. An’ wanted to 
build your confidence—sorta build 
up your interior tone.” 

“I suppose I oughta crawl back and 
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some of the rancorous bitterness was 
gone from Joe’s voice. 

"No, Joe. They figure you're a 
bum now, anyway, because you lost 
to Green. They couldn’t realize what 
learnin’ what you did did to you. An’ 
. that there was something wrong be- 
fore you went into the ring, too.... 
There was. I could tell....Joe, was 
it your girl?” 

Joe nodded slewly. He might have 
known. You couldn’t fool Doc with 
these probing deep-seeing eyes of 
his. “What should I do, Doc?” 

“Fight,” Doc said succinctly around 
his cigar. “You are a fighter—and a 
damn good one though you got a 
ways to go yet.” 

Joe put his head in his fisted hands 
and shook it slowly. 

“Joe.” Doc’s hand stretched across 
the table and clamped on one of Joe 
Burdee’s shoulders. "I believe you're 
good, I'm on your side. That's why I 
brought your clothes an' everything 
along from the hotel Joe, a week 
from this Friday, Bus Graham is 
fightin’ in Center City. Meets Al 
Green. Remember?” 

"Well, what?" 

"I believe in you enough Joe so I 
think yeu could take Graham. An' 
maybe I could—uh—well, wangle 
things so Green wouldn’t be able to 
fight. If I could do that—and get you 
named to replace him—Id put you 
in there, Joe. I believe in you, kid. 
Do ya believe in yourself, Joe?” 


CHAPTER VI 


cles of dread were winding 
around Joe Burdee’s heart as 
once again he waited in a dressing 
room of the Center City fight club— 
and mix it with Bus 


(ie CHILL paralizing tenta- 


waited to go 2 
Graham, the Pittsburgh slug er and 
contender from the East. aited, 


too, to find out how much of a fight- 
er he was or wasn't. 

He'd quickly whipped himself back 
into shape in a smaller training gym 
in uptown Detroit. Doc had arranged 
things at this end. He had hinted 
that he'd bluffed Green, threatening 
to report the fixed fight episode to 
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the Commission and claiming that he 
had proof that would put Joe and 
himself in the clear as being ig- 
norant of the pre-bout arrangements. 
Green had conveniently developed a 
hand injury. It wasn't strictly on the 
up and up, but Joe had little sym- 


.pathy for Al Green who'd accepted 


money for a fixed fight. And then 
the wily Doc had sold Joe to the 
club promotor as a substitute for 
Green. They weren't going to get 
much of a purse, small change really. 
After Joe's last showing, he couldn't 
command much in Center City. And 
the switch had been acceptable to 
Graham's camp; they figured there 
was nothing to fear from the guy 
who'd been drubbed so thoroughly by 
Green. Now, Joe Burdee was on the 
verge of finding out about himself. 


"Remember now," Doc warned him 
for the umpty-umpth time as was 
his wont. "Keep that right glove up. 
This Graham shoves a tricky jab. 
And he can hook you cr with his 
uit. too if you give bint the openin’. 

n S Cd 


HEN THERE was the call to 
come up. They went upstairs and 
down the aisle with a hired club 
second toting the bucket that night. 
Joe climbed in to a chorus of cat- 
calls and Bronx cheers. And he had 
to wait in a cold sweat fer Graham 
to come up. There was time for a 
lot of thinking. Then Bus Graham 
finally came down the aisle, a big 
swaggering guy with a wide grin 
and unruly rusty-hued hair. He had 
two inches in height plus a twelve 
pound weight advantage on Joe. He 
entered the ring and pranced in his 
crimson robe without seeming to see 
his opponent, drawing a big ovation. 
Joe moved in a daze. He went out 
fer instructions. The referee was 
saying something about being boss 
in that ring and aiming to stay so 
and-for them to break clean. Joe 
thought of Nancy Laporte. Maybe 
he was going to end up in the fight 
game the way she’d warned. Then he 
cut off all thoughts of her. He’d lost 
her; that was that. Now he had the 
most important piece of business of 
his life on hand. 
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He came out of his corner fast at 
the bell, every nerve in his body 
twitching, and fired two jabs—was 
short on both from over anxiousness. 
Poised, confident, big Graham moved 
around, jaw tucked into his shoulder, 
feeling out Joe. Joe, unsure of him- 
self, wondering, having to prove him- 
self to himself, moved in sharply, 
carrying the attack. Lip curling over 
his mouthpiece, Graham blocked his 
stuff. Joe missed with a right. Joe 
advanced, fired again. That time 
Graham slipped the punch and coun- 
tered with a whistling hook; then 
he was in, punching away, both hands 
windmilling. He was a slugger who 
knew when to turn loose the bom- 
bardment, who struck with the heavy 
artillery in spurts. 

Joe caught plenty, was hurt in the 
midsection, reddening up. They 
clinched, Broke. Joe began to box, 
but he was jittery, uncertain. When 
he ducked frantically from a right 
Graham only feinted with the crowd 
guffawed. Graham nailed him flush 
with a couple of stiff jabs, then faked 
a charge and stood back, mocking. 
And Joe went to him because he felt 
he had to to show himself. They 
“stood toe to toe and punched it out, 
Graham's game. Joe was staggered 
into the ropes, mouth bleeding al- 
ready. He had to hang on hard. It 
"was all Graham’s round. 

Doc said nothing till the ten- 
second buzzer for the second. Then: 
"Fight your own fight—not his! 
You're the smart boy, joe!" 


OE WENT OUT and was 
dropped to one knee right off as 
Graham streaked from his corner and 
tagged him with a surprise hook. Up 
at four, mentally foundering, Joe 
caught two hard rights. The crowd 
began to yell for the finish, the kill. 
It was training, Doc's drilling, that 
*took over then as he fought the fog 
in his head. He jabbed slashingly, 
was away, then whipped inside to tie 
his man up. He rolled from one of 
those hooks and drove in a sharp in- 
side right. Graham got him in a cor- 
ner but Joe boxed his way out. He 
began to feel a little better. 
Graham punished him, but Joe's 


head was clear at the close of the 
round and he was stinging the rusty- 
haired fighter with that snaky jab. 
Graham got him on the ropes to start 
the third, but Joe covered well, cut 
loose with a surprise rally, then was 
away before the big Pittsburg mauler 
could retaliate. Boxing smoothly 
now, Joe found himself beginning to 
time his man, to watch for the pat- 
tern of his style, his fight. The 
knack came back to him like an in- 
stinct. In that round he discovered 
when Graham threw the left hook, 
he himself could beat Graham to the ` 
punch with a straight left of his own. 
The crowd booed him as he kept on 
his bicycle in the final seconds as the 
Pittsburgher sought to catch and 
punish him. 


Graham crowded to start the 
fourth. There was considerable in- 
fighting. Toe gambled, after holding, 
and connected with a savage upper- 
cut. Circling, just as Graham fired 
the heavy right, Joe Burdee slipped 
on a wet spot on Graham’s corner. 
Off balance, he was caught hard by 
the punch, went down. Again the 
crowd roared, smelling a kayo on the 
way. Joe felt his eye mushrooming; 
the blow had tagged him just under 
the left one. But he took six on one 
knee, then came up and wheeling 
fast. He wasn't worried; that had 
been an accident. And he was study- 
ing his man all the time. 

He speared with his left, started it 
again. It led Bus Graham into the 
move he wanted. Graham drove a 
left to the head. Joe blocked. And it 
was the punch series he’d expected. 
Graham had a little trick of tilting 
his head to the left when about to 
fire the lefthand punch combination. 
Joe thrust with his own left harder, 
started back. Then he was in, hook- 
ing with the left and snapping in a 
short right. Graham, snorting angrily, 
started his own left hook. Dropping 
flat on his heels an instant, Joe 
whammed over his own straight jolt- 
ing left, beating Graham to the 
punch. 

“Stand still and fight, palooka,” 
Graham muttered in the clinch. When 
he followed the retreating Joe again, 
he wasn’t quite so fast, so shifty. 
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That round ended. “How’s it go- 
ing, kid?” Doc said as he applied the 
collodion to a cut that had opened 
under that left eye. 

Joe sucked in air. “I’m working 
now,” was all he said. But the eyes of 
the pair met a moment, and Doc un- 
derstood. 


HE FIFTH was fast. Joe made 

it so, speeding up, flashing in to 
launch a brief attack at times. He 
was fighting with a flair, a gusto now 
—and a gusto he had never demons- 
trated before, when he thought he 
was good. Now, in this grim test un- 
der fire, he had found he was good. 
He had taken plenty of Graham’s 
best. He was outboxing him, fighting 
his own fight. More than that, he 
was fighting his natural way, the way 
he’d always wanted to fight, study- 
ing his man, wearing him down with 
stiff counters, moving to the point, 
calculatingly, smoothly, where he 
would take over and dominate. 

There were no more of those show- 
off rounds such as Mal Bostal used 
to order. No box him dizzy this can- 
to, go in and try for the kill this one, 
kid. Stuff ordered to impress the ex- 
perts and the press section and final- 
ly, the fans. Stuff, safe because Bor- 
tal had pre-arranged the outcome, 
that was all part of the artificial 
puild-up. Joe was going on his pat- 
tern. 

He took that round by a clean mar- 
gin, outspeeding his man, making 
him miss more frequently, beating 
him to the punch. After a few 
seconds of the sixth, Graham landed 
with his heavy right twice. And as 
Joe slid along the ropes, he laughed 
at Graham. The venom was fading 
from that right hand. He was slowly 
but surely cutting Graham down. 
Moving even faster, Joe started Gra- 
ham’s eye swelling with that repeti- 
tious jab, cut his mouth with a sud- 
den hook. Graham wanted to coast; 
then Joe was beginning to move in 
more and more instead of backward. 
Graham was covering, retreating at 
times. ; 

Some of the mob was yelling for 
Joe when the seventh opened. Both 
went inside and punched. Joe heard 
Graham grunted as the leather thvd- 


ded into him. Graham’s own punches 
were slower. Joe rocked Graham with 
a lightning like short inside right. 
Then brought the fans out of their 
chairs as he stayed in close and dyna- 
mited a terrific straight right to 
Graham’s jaw. The big man hit the 
ropes. Joe was boss of the fight now. 


They were bawling from behind 
Bus Graham’s corner. He obeyed, 
bulling in, trying to twist his chin 
from the jabs to get within slugging 
range and try for a blaster. Joe saw 
the man’s head tilt. Saw the left start 
for the body. Joe blocked, ignored 
the feint with the right. And Joe, 
before Graham could bring in the 
left high, bulleted three short inside 
rights to the jaw. The ropes bellied 
outward as Graham was flung into 
them and then sank. He was on all 
fours, glassy-eyed but not cold as the 
count reached “five” and the bell 
ended that seventh round. 

"You're coming in ahead now, Joe 
boy,” Doc told him as he applied 
more collodion to the reopened eye 
cut. “Smack him fast to open this 
next one...Then—then keep your 
hands high and make him come to 
you. He’s going to be pitching for 
the head and a kayo. Remember now. 
Hands high—and make him come in. 
He’ll leave himself wide open. But 
don’t go crazy for a knockout; you 
got him now, Joe.” 


OST OF Doc Murpo's ad- 
vice was unnecessary. Graham 
rushed and was wide with two 
swings as Joe rolled neatly. The 
crowd was roaring now, aware Gra- 
ham might still land the crusher, ex- 
cited by the way Joe had taken over. 
They tied up, were broken. And then 
Joe; striking with a slung lance, was 
on the battered-down slowed-down 
Graham. His left, with three sharp 
raps, reopened Graham’s eye and the 
blood spurted. His right knecked 
Graham’s mouthpiece loose; another 
right sent him sort of stumbling 
backward like a drunken man out of 
control. 
Graham was a gamester. He tried 
to come out of the corner, tried to 
come into bombardment range. But 
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One of Those Outrageous Tales 


By TOM THURSDAY 


N CASE THERE is some one in 
È grandstand or bleachers who 

don’t know what a four-flusher 
is, I would like to make a statement, 
viz. and even i. e, ——A double-F is a 
guy who claims he can kayo Joe 
Louis but the reason he didn't take up 
boxing is because his Aunt Swivel- 
hips claims it ain't nice. Let some 
anemic barfly make a slight pass to- 
ward this lad's beakus, and he will 
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laugh and remark that the other boy 
has no sense of humor. 

A double-F is a yamneck that will 
confess, minus any third degree, that 
if he had taken up baseball, instead 
of now working behind a hamburger 
counter, he would have made Babe 
Ruth and Joe DiMaggio look like 
gents with toothpick bats. A dou- 
ble-F or four-flusher is a yoop who 
thinks, when he walks down the 
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street, all the gals are giving him 
the wolf-eye and dying to meet him. 
It never occurs to him that all they 
are giving junior is the hee-hee and 
the largest of haw-haws. 

Now the reason I am mentioning 
four-flushers at all is because I don’t 
want any one in the audience to con- 
fuse them with a five-flusher. A 
five-F is ahome run frem a different 
ball ground and is as much like a 
four-flusher as Boris Karloff resem- 
bles Hedy Lamarr. In brief, a 
5-flusher is not in the same league 
as a 4-flusher because one is a foul 
ball and the other is a home run. In 
case all this is as plain as chop suey 
in an Irish stew I better bring in a 
living sample of a 5-flusher, and let 
you see the difference for yourself. 
Whereas and to wit a four-flusher is 
full of wind and large gobs of ham 
acting, a fifth-flusher is really the 
same, but with this distinction: A 
4-flusher knows he is a fraud and a 
fake while a 5-flusher actually be- 
lieves what he says and does and is 
on the level, although very annoying 
to people who can't understand his 
act. 

Me, when J. Malibu Moore first 
looms into view, positively don’t un- 
derstand his act. He is not only a 
pain in the place right below the 
chin but he likewise hurts me men- 
tally. For one thing he is extra-fresh 
out of college and he can use words 
that go over my head like a buzz- 
bomb. For a few weeks I think he is 
a delegate to the United Nations arid 
I begin to understand why there 
isn't no peace. 

He reports for Spring training in 
Miami and the Champs——haw-haw 
—are not only in need of Spring 
training but Spring cleaning. We get 
the name of Champs because, back in 
1902, we won the pennant. This ac- 
cident was due to the fact the other 
seven teams had raised the age limits 
to 56 and allowed players to carry 
their crutches and pills areund the 
field with them. 

Well, I get my first view of J. Ma- 
libu Moore when he alights from the 
train at the Florida East Coast de- 
pot, just a day befome our training 
regime is abeut to start. Although 


the train is crowded with tourists, he - 
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blocks the exit with a smiling pose, 
and remarks, “Well, so this is Mia- 
mi! I have been sadly misinformed. 
I shall call on the Chamber of Com- 
merce and demand an explanation. 
Where, may I enquire, is the famous 
sunshine?” 


I am standing with Joe Crunkle, 
our manager, when we tune-in on the 
stage entrance of the new recruit. 
Joe turns to me and says, “Does a 
keeper come with this guy or do we 
have to get our own straight-jacket?” 

Just then some guy in back of our 
new wonder boy gives him a push 
and he lands on the platform. “I 
see,” he grins, “some gentleman is 
used to riding the New York sub- 
ways.” 

The pusher hops off, stands before 


Moore, and remarks, “Are you one 
of them Miami Beach night club 
comedians ?” 


“Sir,” says Moore, “I am a come- 
dian, but my forte is radio, not night 
clubs. Er, pardon me, sir,” he goes 
on, “your stupidity is showing. 
Haw!” 


E GRAB OUR brat by the 

arms and lead him away be- 
fore some one kills him. He is a Tit- 
tle wump, weighing no more than 
135, and has coal black hair and very 
good and white teeth. I can tell that” 
no one has smacked him in the puss, 
otherwise his front molars would be 
some place besides his mouth. All 
the way to the hotel he is wondering 
about the much-advertised Miami 
sunshine and finally Joe Crunkíe 
stops, dead, and snorts, “Listen, 
chump, since Miami. is also on this 
earth, and since it has to revolve 
when the earth turns, the sun goes 
down and since it is now 10 P.M, 
and not A.M., we aitt got no sun in 
stock. What the devil do you want— 
a 24-hour sun?" 

“Why, Mr. Crunkle," says J. Ma- 
libu Moore, “out in Los Angeles, 
they tell me that they have constant 
sunshine." 

“Out in Los Angeles,” snipps the 
boss, "they will tell a guy like you 
anything." 

We get him to the Hotel Gold 
Haven and bed him down. He says 
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he has about sixteen books on 
comedy and humor that he must 
study before going to sleep. 

“You understand, Mr. Crunkle,” he 
says as we are about to leave, “that 
this baseball racket is just a means to 
an end, the end being the world’s 
most famous and greatest radio come- 
dian. My ambition is to succeed Jack 
Benny, Fred Allen and even Bob 
Hope. When your talent scout was 
fortunate enough to find me at Jerk- 
ly University I was majoring in 
dramatics, with special attention to 
comedy. The world lacks laughter 
and I shall go down in history as the 
greatest of comedians. I have no 
doubt about it. Have you?” 

“Yep,” says the boss. “Good night, 
and don’t get lost in Allen’s Alley.” 

We go down to the hotel bar and 
sniff a few beakers of root beer, as 
hard likker is strictly against train- 
ing rules, and Crunkle adds a few 
knits to his brow. 

"Know what I think?" asks the 
boss. "I think Snooper Snodgrass is 
playing a joke on us." The Snooper 
is our talent scout. So far, he has 
discovered everyone but Robert E. 
Lee and General Grant. The boss 
thinks he's working for the other 
league. 

“Well,” I say, “unless they add an- 
other team to the league, we can't get 
shoved out of eighth place. If this 
new guy can play like he talks, we 
should win the pennant." 


E START practice next morn- 

ing and J. Malibu Moore gets 
into the hair of all the other players. 
When they ain't got no hair, he gets 
into the bald spots. He has a large, 
constant grin and kids the under- 
pants off every guy that comes near 
him. Foul Ball Fogarty, who has a 
sense of humor like a mosquito try- 
ing to get blood out of a cue ball, 
threatens to kill him before the day 
is over. 

But—he can play ball! 

He scoops scorching liners an inch 
from the ground; he catches flies 
headed toward Mars and Orion; he 
throws to first like a rocket-plane; 
and he can run like a landlord after 


a delinquent tenant. The few sports © 


writers who came out to look us over, 
and planned on taking a quiet nap, 
kept awake and thought they were 
witnessing a mirage, 

A week later we play an exhibi- 
tion game at Miami Field with the 
Tigers, who finished third in last 
year’s pennant race. J. Malibu Moore 
is playing right field at the request 
of Clunkle. 

“Do you mind?” asks the boss. 

“Certainly not," says Moore. "Iam 
willing to play anything, from short 
stop to a flute. Haw!" 

“You slay me," says Clunkle.” 


We win, 6-2. The Tigers were po- 
sitively robbed of at least four 
homers. They were terrific clouts 
high up on the fence. Moore snatched 
them all with either his right or left 
hand. He could jump like a guy with 
a hot foot. 

At bat, he just knocks two homers, 
one triple and a double. He thinks 
nothing of this and seems very bored, 
indeed. He keeps telling all the boys 
that he can’t see any sense to base- 
ball. 

“It reminds me of golf,” he grins. 
“A guy has a little ball; see? He has 
it in his hand; see? The sun is very 
bright and hot; see? He puts the ball 
on the ground and then knocks it 
two hundreds yards away; see? Well, 
then the poor dope chases it in the 
hot sun; see? Personally, since he 
already has it in his hand, why don’t 
he hold it? Haw!” 


E GO OVER to Tampa where 

the Yellow Sox are Spring 
kidding and play another exhibition 
game. Moore does some show-off 
stunts in the field and the crowd 
thinks he’s full of citrus juice. They 
boo him. This time he’s playing left 
field and one of the cash clients in 
the bleachers calls him a boob. He 
grins, steps over in front of the 
bleachers, and says, “Did I hear some 
gentleman refer to me as a boob?” 

“Yeah,” whinnies some flathead, 
“what else did you think you was; 
hey?” 

“Friend,” grins Moore, “let’s get 
this thing straight. You claim I’m a 
boob. Well, let’s look at it this way. 
I’m out here in the field, playing a 
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game called baseball, and I’m getting 
paid for it. You are sitting up there, 
getting no exercise whatever, and 
not getting paid for it. In fact, you’re 
paying to see me. Well, friend, all I 
want to know is, who’s the boob?” 

Which settled that. 

We annoy the Yellow Sox to the 
melody of 9-3. Again J. Malibu 
Moore is the star of the game. How- 
ever, he thinks nothing of it; he pre- 
fers to talk about anything but base- 
ball. When the other players con- 
gratulate him on his playing he says, 
“Oh, fiddle-sticks. Wait till you hear 
me on the radio. Some day I will be 
on a national hook-up and I will 


make the whole world laugh. You 
know something, fellows? I don’t 
care for baseball at all. I am just 


using it as a stepping stone. I figure 
if I make a name for myself I will 
attract the attention of some of those 
big radio tycoons and they will give 
me my chance.” 

The boys thought he was nuts and 
told him so. He just grinned more 
broadly. “Wait and see, brothers,” 
he said. “Just wait and see.” 

One night we make the rounds of 
the swank Miami Beach night clubs. 
Moore goes just to hear the high- 
priced comedians. He gets us in bad 
with the head waiter by ordering one 
glass of buttermilk after another. 
Joe Clunkle blushes each time he or- 
ders the sour milk and winks at the 
waiter. The waiter raises a set of in- 
delicate eyebrows and shrugs his 
shoulders. 

“Okay,” says Moore. “So I'm a sis- 
sy because I don't drink a lot of 
booze. Any dope can get drunk. 
There’s no trick to it. If all the smart 
guys, be they baseball players, boxers 
or even football:stars, who thought 
they could be champs of both booze 
and their professions, were placed 
end to end, the line would be longer 
than the Lincoln Highway. Waiter— 
another glass of buttermilk!" 

The star of the show, a $1,000-a- 
week comedian, came on the floor. 
He got a big hand. He sang a few 
risque songs, did a few cute steps, 
cold some jokes and bowed off. Big 
applause. 

I looked at Moore and his face was 


very sad, indeed. “That fellow," he 
says, "isn't funny. He is not a come- 
dian. I bet I could go out there and 
do much better. Er, Mr. Clunkle, will 
you please call the manager and ask 
him if I can go out there and show 
him how a real comedian acts?" 

"Look, my prize ape," says Clun- 
kle, "I have no pull with the local 
police. If you went out there they 
would have to call the riot squad. 
Get your hat, junior, we are about to 
depart.” = 


Wy a BEFORE we leave Mi- 
ami, J. Malibu Moore has cor- 
nered the publicity market. Both the 
News and Herald sports writers break 
down and admit that Brother Moore 
is a very remarkable baseball profes- 
sor but think he smells when it comes 
to giving interviews to the press. The 
usual baloney is not cut in the usual 
way; Moore tells one and all that he 
is against commercial baseball. “If 
you want to seel real ball games,” he 
states, “watch school kids playing in 
sand lots. Those kids are real and 
they play for the sake of the game, 
and not the money. And say, fellows, 
don’t forget to mention in your 
stories that I hope to be on the ra- 
dio some time next year. When I do, 
Jack Benny and Fred Allen can take 
a vacation. Haw!” 

This kind of talk just kills the 
club’s official press agent, one 
Fairytale Finnegan, who claims that 
Moore is murdering all his fine 
build-ups for the reading chumps. 

“Can you imagine a flatfoot like 
that?” moans Finnegan. “He would 
be a natural for pages of free puffs, 
but the monkey kills it all with his 
big trap. And the funny part is that 
he don’t give a damn about being a 
great ball player. He’d rather you 
smiled at one of his corny jokes than 
break your hands applauding his 
home runs. I’ve seen many screw- 
balls, but that yoop is a twin-screw- 
ball!” 

A day before we play our first 
league game, in Birmingham, Moore 
trips into the club house with a hick- 
chick on his arm. 

“This,” grins Moore, “is the brand 
mer Roberta Lee Jackson, of Dothan, 
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Alabama. She is studying to be an 
actress and will no doubt be a great 


tragedian. Meet the boys, Sugar 
Plum." 
"Hello, you-all" says Roberta. 


"Don't you think Jasper is wunner- 
ful?" So now we all know what the 
‘J’ stands for. “Any time you-all 
wanna eat some grits and real gravy, 
jus lemme know. I used to be a 
short-order cook at Claghorne's Elite 
Fried Fish Stand. That's where I 
met and fell in love with Jasper. 
Ain't that right, Honey Boy?" 

We all said we were very happy 
to meet Lady Birdbrain but failed 
to make a date for trying out her 
conception of grits and gravy before 
finding out how the hospital service 
was with stomach-pumps. 

"You fellows never knew I was 
married; did you?" laughed Jasper. 
"I'm full of surprises!" 

“That,” snorts Clunkle, "ain't all 
you're full of." 


LEARN later that if it hadn't 

been that Roberta worked in 
Claghorne's Elite Fried Fish Stand 
Brother Moore would have got very 
skinny, due to a lack of nourishment. 
He told her that he was studying 
dramatics at Jerkly University and 
she broke down and spilled that she 
had always wanted to succeed Duse 
and Ethel Barrymore as great drama- 
tic actresses. He gave her encourage- 
ment and she gave him food. When 
he learned that she had nearly $500 
in tips saved up he fell in love 
promptly and at once. 

We play Birmingham a four-game 
series and win three out of four. The 
one we lose is the day that Moore de- 
cides to spend the day around the 
local radio stations. He just phones 
in and says," Mr. Clunkle, I'm afraid 
you'll have to do without my services 
this afternoon. I've been invited to 
be the guest of the radio stations and 
that is more important to me than 
baseball. Teli all the boys to tune in 
at 3 P.M. and they will hear me be- 
ing interviewed." 

“Look, lunkhead,” sizzles Clunkle, 
“3 P.M. will be right in the middle 
of the game. Do you want us to stop 
playing ball, ask the customers to 
wait, while we listen to you?” 


“What,” says Moore, “is the mat- 
ter with that?” The boss slams up 
the receiver. It must have busted 
Jasper’s ear-drum. Then we lost 12-1. 
That evening I get a copy of the 
Age-Herald and read what Bob Cros- 
land says about Brother Moore. He 
kids the step-ins off him but Moore 


thinks it’s real. 


Our next series is at Montgomery. 
Roberta kept coming on the field and 
trying to take the place of the bat 
boy. She was very dramatic about it 
but the bat brat failed to applaud her 
histrionic ability. “Listen, sister," he ` 
says, "if they rationed ham you'd be 
out of circulation!" 

She pouts and rushes to Jasper 
with the sad story. Jasper rushes up 
to Clunkle and says, "My wife has 
been grossly insulted by that stunt- 
ed moron. Either he is discharged ot 
I quit. Take your choice!" 

Well, since Jasper is the whole 
team, the boss tells the kid to lay 
low for a while, at full salary. 
“Okay,” agrees the kid. “But is they 
any law again makin' faces at that 
dumb dame?" 

For the rest of the game Roberta 
is the bat boy. She struts around like 
Queen Mummy of Ancient Egypt. 
Everything she does is an act. Jas- 
per thinks she's great. When he 
comes to the plate, she hands him 
three bats with a bow to the ground. 
'The bleachers give her a laugh that 
would have made a horse envious. 
This makes both of them very mad. 
They take their art seriously. 


We go to Hattiesburg and Jasper 
decides that he would like to pitch 
the first game. He has played every- 
thing else on the team and made 
good, so Clunkle says, “Go ahead.” 
he does. Up to the eighth inning no 
man has reached first. Then the first 
guy up in the first half of the ninth 
knocks a home run. It seems that 
this lad is no less than the brother 
of Roberta and she asks Jasper to 
let him hit one. He throws one un- 
derhanded and he bams it over the 
fence. Clunkle demands an explana- 
tion. 

"He is my brother-in-law,” ex- 
plains Moore. “One should always 
favor one's family, don't you think?" 
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Clunkle walks away before the ho- 
micide squad arrives and charges him 
with murder, 


EXT AFTERNOON, after the 

second game—which we win 
4-2—a scout for the N.Y. Giants calls 
at the hotel. “That Moore fellow is 
a very remarkable player,” he says to 
Clunkle. “Would you be interested 
in selling him for, say, $50,000?” 

“Personally.” says Clunkle, “I 
would be interested in selling him 
for fifty cents, and his wife you can 
have for a dime. But,” says Clunkle, 
“I am just the manager and not the 
owner.” 

“Can you get the owner long dis- 
tance?” 

Clunkle puts in a call for Roscoe 
Biergarden, Sr, who owns the 
Champs. Twenty minutes later he 
gets the connection and says to Bier- 
garden, “Theres a guy down here 
who says he would be happy to pay 
$50,000 for Moore. Wanna talk to 
him?” 

The scout gets on the wire, and 
says, “I have the check right here 
with me and will give it to Mr. 
Clunkle, if you are interested, Mr. 
Biergarden. Is it a deal?” 

Nothing comes over the phone for 
a moment, indicating that Mr. Bier- 
garden has collapsed on his puss. 
Then the scout goes on, “Okay, Mr. 
Biergarden; okay. I'll talk to Moore 
right away. Goodbye, Mr. Biergar- 
den." 

Clunkle sends for Jasper. "Look," 
says Clunkle, “you are worth $50,000 
to the N.Y. Giants. I hate to see you 
go, although you are a severe pain 
in the rear-housing. Mr. Biergarden 
says he will not stand in your way, 
if you can make the big time. Be- 
sides, he will get $50,000 for you." 

Jasper furrows his brow and be- 
gins to scowl, something unusual for 
him. Then he strikes what they call 
an attitude, whatever that is. 

*As I understand it," says Jasper, 
“another club is offering to buy me 
for $50,000. In other words, I am be- 
ing sold as if I was a hunk of beef or 
a slice of real estate. I give you my 
answer: If the offer was $1,000,000 
I'd still tell 'em to go to hell!" Jas- 


per snorts a few seething snorts and 
walks out. 

"What," asks the scout, 
think of that?" 

"I don't know," says Clunkle. 
“He don't care for baseball, he don't 
care for money; all he cares for is to 
he a radio comedian." 

"I think the guy is plain nuts," 
says the scout. 

“Not plain," says Clunkle, “fancy.” 


“dyer 


ELL, WITHIN THE next 

month J. Malibu Moore is sit- 
ting on top of the baseball world. He 
gets reams of newspaper and maga- 
zine publicity and even the movie 
news-reels take shots of him. This 
great fanfare makes him madder 
than a rooster with a sore throat. 

“P’tocey!” he says, and aims some 
cut plug at the ground. “You can 
have all that publicity goo. I don't 
want fame as a baseball player; I 
want fame as a radio comedian. Some 
day the big broadcasting companies 
will get wise to themselves and make 
me an offer. And they will also rec- 
ognize that Roberta is a great drama- 
tic actress. Wait and see; just you 
wait and see!" 

Meantime, hearing of his ambition 
to be a great radio comedian, a flock 
of amateur radio script writers are 
flooding him with offers to write his 
act. He turns them all down, but very 
Arctic. 

“I will write my own act,” he says. 
"I am not going to make the same 
mistake as the other radio comics. 
They hire a lot of high-priced 
writers and what happens? They 
cramp the poor guy’s natural style. 
I shall write and even direct my own 
act. Roberta will be in the act with 
me. She will play the part of feeding 
me the lines. She can do that very 
good. She is a natural tragedian. 
Then she will have a radio program 
of her own, same as I will.” 

“What will you do with all the 
money you earn?" asks Clunkle. 

“I will set some aside for indigent 
ball players, like you," he says. 
“Haw P 
: We are in the dressing-room after 
the game with Mobile and in pops a 
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Mad Marathon 


By JOHN LOCKHART 


It took sheer nerve, mainly, to 
handle the hydros in this race— 
and nerve was something Spike 
Monaghan had. Only he was a 
motorcycle man, and scared stiff 
of water! 
e he was demonstrating his tough- 
ness at the Freeport track on 
` Long Island. It was the last lap of 
the National Championship Motor- 
cycle finals. 
Head down and lithe stomach 
flattened against his tiny tank, Spike 


twisted the throttle grip to its full 
capacity. His twin cylinder steed 


PIKE Monaghan was tough, and 
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bucked and slithered precariously as 
he dragged his left leg to take the 
oncoming turn. Straightening up, 
Spike darted through an opening so 
small he simultaneously brushed the 
guard-rail and a competitor's exhaust 
pipe with both straddling legs. 

A lap before, a rock thrown up 
from a competitor's skidding wheels 
had smashed his goggles. With a deft 
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movement he had torn them off. But 
not before a challenger, waiting for 
such an exigency, had darted into the 
lead! Half blind and maddened with 
pain, Spike bent low to give battle! 

Spike had now accounted for that 
presumptious affront. He was charg- 
ing wide open toward the checkered 
flag and his third consecutive Nat- 
ional Championship title. 

On his safety lap he slowed down 
and graciously acknowledged the 
plaudits as a champion should. A dis- 
arming smile at a pretty girl, a 
mocking salute to the rowdies. Then 
the final bow to the Judge and ref- 
eree as he dismounted before the 
grandstand. 

As he strutted to the Judge’s plat- 
form he was both cocky and proud. 
Those busted goggles had hampered 
but not stopped him. Nothing could 
stop him! He was firmly convinced 
of that—now or here-after. Striking 
a conquering pose he halted before 
the booth and ripped off his helmt, 
Then patiently awaited the present- 
ation of the cup. 

His heart turned a quick flip-flop 
when he saw who was delivering it. 
Darrylene Rossiter! The striking, 
blue eyed daughter or his boss, Dar- 
tyl W. Rossiter, owner and presi- 
dent of Lightweight Motors Inc. 
To Spike, nothing was better than to 
share this moment of triumph with 
her. Like a faucet he turned on the 
personality—plus! 

Flanked by her father and the 
AMA judge, Darrylene lifted the 
shiny cup and handed it to Spike. 
Immediately a thunderous crescendo 
of applause broke from the fans. It 
drowned out the few words she spoke 
befitting the occasion. But her smile. 
gleaming like a row of pearls against 
the tanned background of her skin, 
completely overwhelmed Spike. 

He was still in a daze when Dar- 
ryl `W. Rossiter leaned over and 
pumped his hand. “Congratulations, 
my boy," he said hurriedly. "You 
really put over Rossiter motorcycle 
engines—and thanks a lot!" 

He suddenly dropped  Spike's 
grimy paw, turned quickly and dis- 
appeared behind the booth. Left 
standing with his hand in the air, 
Spike was completely flabbergasted. 


This abrupt dismissal surprised and 
maddened him. The least he expected 
was a renewal of his contract;but the 
guy walked out on him. 

It was unlike Rossiter to treat him 
like this, he reflected moodily. Part- 
icularly after all he had done. Win- 
ning twelve straight races in a row, 
the Tourist Trophy and the National 
Hil Climb award to boot! Spike 
boiled, but abruptly snapped out of it 
when Darrylene descended from the 
booth. 

Perhaps she would put him wise, 
and at the same time afford him an 
excuse to negotiate a few plugs for 
himself. Undeterred, he stepped for- 
ward. His approach was typical— 
swaggering. “Miss Rossiter,” he 
drawied. “Darrylene, as your friends 
would say.” 

Darrylene stopped, surprised at 
this familiarity. Spike took a hitch 
in his belt and leaned against the 
booth. 

"You know, Darrylene. I think 
you're a pretty swell dish." He let 
that sink in as Darrylene's brows 
knitted into a frown. “An’ now that 
I'm champ again,” continued Spike 
unabashed, “how about you an’ me 
havin’ a nice cozy date?” 

Darrylene looked thoroughly sur- 
prised, then she laughed. “Sorry, 
Spike,” she said pleasantly enough. 
“But you just haven’t the class to 
mix with my crowd. And besides, 
I'm engaged to Larry Tepoorten." 


PIKE was slightly ruffled at 

this answer. No class huh? As 
Tepoorten's name  penetrated his 
memory his eyes narrowed in sudden 
contempt. Larry Tepoorten, heir to 
the Tepoorten Boat business! He 
grimaced appropriately. 

“And anyway,” resumed Darrylene 
blithely. “Daddy’s abandoning motor- 
cycle competition next season to con- 
centrate on outboard motors. Larry 
is going to use one for the first-time 
in his hydro for the Hudson River 
marathon, and I’m using another in 
the Miss-Quote. As a team we should 
really get somewhere. Tepoorten 
Boats and Rossiter Outboards!” Her 
eyes glowed with pride at the 
thought. 

So that’s it, thought Spike quickly, 
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His release! Outboards? He knew 
Darrylene was tops as a hydro racer, 
and so was Larry Tepoorten. They’d 
both won races all over the country. 
But being dropped in favor of some 
silly putt-putts got under his skin. 
It hurt his pride. 

“Just the same I think it’s a lousy 
deal,” he muttered. 

Darrylene eyed him coldly behind 
flashing eyes. “What’s a lousy deal?” 
she demanded. 

“I risked my neck makin’ a rep for 
Rossiter motors; Now I’m dropped 
like a dirty shirt so’s you can concen- 
trate on outboards. That’s gratitude 
for you!” 

Darrylene’s oval face turned crim- 
son. “Just who are you to suggest 
running my father’s business?” she 
propounded haughtily. 

Spike started to make a scathing 
retort, but Darryl W. his face 
carrying the worried look of a home- 
less pup, hurried up. Beside him was 
Larry Tepoorten. 

Larry took in the scene with a 
hasty glance. Immaculately attired 
in faultless whites and sport haber- 
dashery and shoes, he had all the at- 
tributes of the dog eared social reg- 
ister. 

“This roughneck annoying you, 
Darrylene?” he asked casually. 

Darrylene shook her head. 

Tepoorten turned his tanned, hand- 
some face to Spike. “Beat it, fellow,” 
he said. 

Spike stood his ground. So this was 
the guy she was going to marry. Un- 
consciously he clenched his ham-like 
fists. “If a lady wasn’t present, I’d 
dust off the track with you," he 
gritted. ; 

For a moment he matched Tepoor- 
ten's stony stare with the fiery inten- 
sity of his own. Then he suddenly 
thought better of making mush of 
that movie profile and abruptly 
turned on his heel. That gesture 
took will power. Spike Monaghan had 
never walked out on a fight in his 
life. He had taken but a single step 
when a crashing blow exploded in 
his ear. 

Caught flat-footed and stunned, 
Spike turned groggily as Tepoorten 
rushed in and flailed rights and lefts 


‘ 


on his unprotected face. Shaking his 
head like a punch-drunk fighter, 
Spike suddenly came to. He lashed 
out with a short left jab as his right 
zipped through the air and landed on 
Larry’s chin. 

The impact resounded like a three 
car crash, and the human foundation 


- of the Tepoorten genealogy crumbled 


earthward.  Larry's knees slowly 
buckled and he folded like a deflated 
accordion at Spike's feet. 


OR a moment there was complete 

silence. Then Darrylene was on 
her knees. With a handkerchief she 
wiped away a trickle of blood pre- 
sumptious enough to spatter the Bond 
Street eclat of Tepoorten’s spotless 
attire. Then with soothing words she 
brought him around. He blinked un- 
certainly and sat up. 

Suddenly Rossiter was beside him, 
proffering apologies. "I'm sorry this 
happened, Larry," he mumbled. 

Tepoorten struggled to his feet 
and gave Spike a look of concentrated 
loathing. "It's nothing," he lied. 
"Nothing important. But it does set- 
tle conclusively the fact I'm severing 
business relations with you right 
now. If this thug—" He indicated 
Spike with a contemptuous forefin- 
ger, "ranks with the type of indiv- 
idual you usually employ to promote 
your interests—then I'm well rid of 
the association!” 

Rossiter turned white. "But, Lar- 
ry," he protested. “The Hudson mara- 
thon is coming up in two weeks! 
Where'll I get another driver?” 

Tepoorten shrugged and glanced 
mockingly at Spike. “Perhaps this 
dust eating impresario might help 
you out,” he scoffed. 

Spike unconsciously shuddered at 
the thought. 

Tepoorten now turned to Darry- 
lene. “I’ve decided to use the same 
boat and motor with which I won the 
race prior to the war,” he said tone- 
lessly. “And remember this.” he 
carefuly chose his word for effect. 
“If I don’t win, our engagement is 
off!” 

“But, Larry!" cried Darrylene 
aghast. “Naturally I'll try to beat you 
because of my reputation, but I'm 
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also advertising Daddy’s new mot- 
ors!” 

Tepoorten shrugged elegantly. “My 
statement still stands,” he replied 
coldly. He abruptly turned on his 
heel and strode away. . 

Darrylene’s modeled features 
twitched defiantly. It was not plea- 
sant to see a fine girl turned d own 
by her fiance and Spike sympathised 
with her in her embarrassment. 

“What a heel!" he offered philoso- 
phically. “Walks out on you two 
weeks before the race an' leaves you 
up a creck without a paddle." 


Suddenly Darrylene found her 
voice. “Why—why you contemptible 
beast!” she stormed. “It’s all your 
fault! With your guttersnipe tactics 
you beat him up within an inch of his 
life! Naturally he walked out on us! 
Oh! Oh! I could kill you!” 

In sudden fury she flung herself 
at Spike. With pint sized fists she 
hammered his chest and kicked his 
shins until he backed up in pure self 
defence. “Now, now, what'll we do?” 
she cried hotly. 

Alarmed at this tantrum, Rossiter 
rushed in and dragged her away, 
screaming and kicking defiantly. 

Spike was so astounded at Darry- 
lene’s passionate outburst he was ton- 
gue-tied. His fault? What the hell! 
All he did was defend himself. But 
wasn't that just like a woman? 

His first reaction was to smooth 
things over. “I’m sorry, Darrylene,” 
he said contritely. “If there’s any- 
thin’ I can do to fix it I'lI—" 

“Do!” she screamed. "You've done 
enough already. Larry and the Atlas 
Outboard people’ll beat the shingles 
off us!” 

“Now, now. It’s not as bad as that,” 
soothed Rossiter from the rear. 


ARRYLENE shook herself 
loose. Faced with this fury in 
female form, Spike did something he 
never did before. He lost his head. 
Words flowed from his mouth before 
he had an adequate conception of 
what he was saying. “If it'll help you 
any,” he mumbled. "I'll drive that 
other boat of yours.” 


Darrylene stopped her tirade. 


“What do yeu know about outboard 
racing?” she demanded. 

Rossiter jumped to his rescue with 
sudden alacrity. “What he doesn’t 
know can be taught,” he thundered. 
“That’s one kind of race where ex- 
perience doesn’t count as heavily as 
nerve, And he’s got that!” 


With a haughty shake of her head, 
Darrylene stormed away. 

Rossiter put his arm about Spike’s 
shoulders. “Thanks a lot, guy,” he 
said pleasantly. "You've sure taken 
a load off my mind. Just before you 
received the cup, Tepoorten was 
trying to crawl out of our verbal 
contract. When I asked him why—he 
couldn’t answer. Like a jellyfish. 

“He was looking for trouble when 
you socked him, and it gave him the 
excuse to quit cold. So don’t worry 
about it, boy. Darrylene’ll forget it 
as soon as you start handling a hydro 
like you do a motorbike.” 

Then under his breath he muttered. 
“I wish she could forget Tepoorten 
as quickly!” 

Spike shrugged uneasily. “Mebbe 
I won’t be so good in a hydro?” 

Rossiter laughed. “Sure you will. 
There’s nothing to it!” 

Spike shook his head and sum- 
moned all the will power at his com- 
mand. “I don’t think so, Mr. Rossi- 
ter. You see, I’m afraid of water!” 

“Afraid of water?” Rossiter’s tone 
was tinged with unbelief. “Can’t 
swim, eh?” 

Spike nodded. 

“No matter. You always wear a 
life jacket.” 

Spike shuddered involuntarily. 
“You don't understand, sir. I'll race 
anybody or anything as long as I 
have one foot on the ground. Through 
dust, mud, splinters or fire. But I’m 
afraid of water!" 

Disbelief showed on  Rossiter's 
plump face. “D’ya ever ride in a hy- 
droplane?" .— 

Spike shook his head. 

Rossiter beamed. *Okay. I've got a 
stock model at my summer place at 
Tuxedo Lake. You come up there 
and in two weeks I'll teach you every- 
thing there is to know." 

Spike's face paled. “But the water?" 
he protested. ; 
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“Once you get the feel of it there’s 
nothing to it,” assured Rossiter bene- 
volently. “Just like riding a motor- 
cycle. I'll be seeing you.” 

As Spike gathered his equipment, 
he was overwhelmed by a sensation 
totally unfamiliar to him. Fear! Cold 
beads of perspiration broke out on 
his shaggy brow. He felt clammy 
and hot—nauseated. 

Brought up on a farm in the Ark- 
ansas dust belt, water was at a pre- 
mium. It was something to drink and 
administer. sparingly to the stock. 
Moving westward because of its lack, 
he had the misfortune to see his fa- 
ther and older brother drowned be- 
fore his eyes. Since then he had never 
been near it. 

“I sure put my foot in it that time,” 
he told himself darkly. “An’ all be- 
cause of a dizzy dame!" 


OSSITER began Spike's train- 

ing upon his arrival at the lake. 
Hydroplanes were a plaything of the 
motor manufacturer and his boat- 
house was stocked with every con- 
ceivable kind. 

Spike's eyes opened wonderingly 
as he glanced at a sleek Class D In- 
board. Then at a streamlined racing 
runabout and two flimsy looking 
shingles with powerful four cylinder 
outboard motors attached to their 
transoms--Class F, In a corner was 
Darrylene's famous Miss-Quote, 
resting on a specially constructed 
portable cradle. 

Darrylene was not in evidence and 
Spike heaved a sigh of relief. He 
wished to see her least of all in this 
first venture on the water. Rossiter 
picked one of the Class F outboards, 
and Spike’s apprenticeship began. 

There were few things Rossiter 
didn’t know about hydroplane out- 
beards. He showed Spike how to take 
the wash of another boat without up- 
setting. How to stay on the edge of a 
fast skid without going over. These 
and many others, Rossiter taught 
Spike. 

Within a week Spike was riding 
alone. Skimming over the placid sur- 
' face of Tuxedo Lake with the closest 
thing to assurance he had so far 
achieved. He lacked the confidence, 


fearlessness and grit he possessed on 
a motorcycle. He missed the bite of 
the tires. The dusty, acrid smell of 
scorched rubber and burned castor 
oil. And most of all the hoarse, 
thrumming crescendo of the fans. 

And deep down inside, was his ever 
present fear of the water. He hated it. 
Recoiled instinctively as a cloying 
wind showered him with spray from 
the upturned prow. 

A thousand times a day he asked 
himself why he was doing it. Beating 
himself to death with this self-in- 
flicted torture? He owed Rossiter 
nothing—not a single thing. In fact it 
was the reverse. He had nothing to 
gain. Then why? 

It wasn't until the middle of the _ 
second week he knew what it was. 


Skimming along at close to fifty, 
he heard the staccato whine of Seer a 
er boat close behind. With a swirl of 
spray, the Miss-Quote drew up be- 
side him, Behind the wheel was Dar- 
rylene. 

Poised, confident, the wind whip- 
ping her chestnut hair in wispy 
streamers behind her, she nonchalant- 
ly waved a beckoning challenge. 
Spike’s fingers tightened instinctive- 
ly on the throttle. His heart accele- 
rated in tune with his quickening 
motor. So this was it. He knew it at 
that very moment. The silhouette of 
that lovely girl against the sun was 
the reason for all this. 

Pique, envy, a defense mechanism, 
an inferiority complex or what have 
you, Spike didn’t know. All he knew 
was that he intended to show the 
world Spike Monaghan was as good 
as anybody in any kind of race. He 
felt the stock model lift its prow to 
the sky. Shoot up on its single step 
as white water broke in diamond 
spray to windward. He surged into 
the quickening wake of the Miss- 
Quote—wide open! 

So he didn’t have the class to mix 
with her crowd? Huh! Tepoorten 
did—but guys who rode motorcycles 
didn’t. It was a little involved for 
he knew he was riding this sily piece 
of board and fabric to show her he 
had class. Yes, that was it! And by 
golly, he had it! 
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ITH a grin he cut to starboard 

to avoid the choppy water of 
her wake. Skimmed into the clear 
and gave the stock job its head. Inch 
by inch he crept up on the Miss- 
Quote. He knew Darrylene was play- 
ing with him. Her racing hydro had 
speed to spare, but the thrill of com- 
petition pulsed through his veins 
like heady wine. 

Suddenly the machine-gun crackle 
of another motor caused him to turn. 
Looking back he saw a silver hydro 
bearing down. White water exploded 
from its guard-rails in crescent arcs 
as it sliced over the surface at anni- 
hilating speed. 

Spike’s eyes bulged in sudden, un- 
controllable fear at the sight. Water! 
Acres and gallons of it, stretching 
indistinctly into the distance. In 
choking panic he clutched his wheel 
with icy hands, His blood congealed 
and froze in leaden streaks, leaving 
him cold and stiff. Water! 

Behind him the thundering cres- 
-cento increased. It hammered into 
his skull like a thousand pneumatic 
hammers. Ahead he saw the buoy de- 
noting shallow water further on. 
Heard Darrylene throttle back to 
take it. Automatically he slowed 
down as a glistening hull loomed to 
port. He dared to glance over—peered 
into the poised, disdainful face of 
Larry Tepoorten! 

Spike was too concerned with his 
own inborn phobia to realize Tepoor- 
ten’s lacing hydro was crowding him. 
With skilled recklessness, Larry ma- 
neuvered his thin shelled hull beside 
the stock model. He saw Spike’s 
tight lipped, white countenance. His 
staring, unseeing eyes. With a harsh 
laugh, Tepoorten leaned down in his 
cock-pit and extracted the paddle 
Hydro racers use when stalled. With 
a sudden knife-like slash he brought 
it down on Spike’s unprotected head! 

The result was devastating! It 
broke S»ike's. death grip on the 
wheel. The hydro swerved sickening- 
ly. Arrowed with unprecedented ve- 
locity at the high priced, hand made 
mahogany hull of Tepoorten’s fa- 
mous Little Barracuda III! 

The impact was shattering. It 
flung Spike into the water and tore a 


‘gaping hole in Tepoorten’s shell as 


it swerved abruptly off course. It’s 
motor whining like ten thousand 
banshees, the silver racer shot from 
the water and plummeted head-on in- 
to the shallow water buoy! 

There was a splintering crash, a 
hoarse shriek from Tepoorten and a 
churning, foamy upheaval as its 
thousand dollar engine threshed it- 
self to pieces in the muddy bottom of 
Tuxedo Lake. 

Spike’s kapok life jacket kept him 
afloat, but he was glassy eyed when 
Darrylene pulled him into her boat. 
He lay sprawled across the turtle- 
deck, panting and heaving until she 
transferred him to the Tepoorten 
work boat to rush him ashore. 

A mechanic took over the Miss- 
Quote as Darrylene propped Spike 
in the stern. She gently administered 
to him as Larry stood sullenly by. He 
was trembling with rage. 

“Did you see what he did?” he 
cried. “Deliberately wrecked my boat 
and tried to kill me! Five thousand 
dollars worth of the best hydro in 
America—a mass of junk!” He wiped 
the water from his eyes with an im- 
patient gesture. "I'll never be able to 
replace it," he whined. 

Darrylene's laugh was brittle. “I 
saw it all, Larry,” she replied coldly. 
“You purposely crowded him in the 
hope he’d smack the buoy! But your 
plans misfired and you’re lucky to be 
alive. You deserve everything you 
got!” 

Larry glared at her, then tried to 
laugh it off. “He’s as yellow as a 
Chinese flag!” he sneered. 

Darrylene’s answer was so surpris- 
ing it momentarily brought Spike out 
of his coma. “If you were as much 
afraid of water as he is,” she said. 
“They couldn’t get you aboard the 
America with a derrick!” 


NCE ASHORE, Tepoorten hur- 
riedly disappeared. Darrylene 
dispatched a mechanic for a doctor. 
In a few minutes he arrived and im- 
mediately attended to Spike’s needs. 
“Just a bad case of shock,” he said 
with professional assurance. “He’ll be 
all right in a few days.” 
Shortly afterwards, Spike scram- 
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bled shakily to his feet. “Thanks a 
lot, Darrylene," he said huskily. "I'll 
be all right." 

Darrylene patted him gently on the 
back. "Okay, Spike," she answered 
kindly. "Mr. Tepoorten's mechanic 
will ferry you back to the house in 
the work boat. It's too crowded in the 
Miss-Quote.".. 

Spike watched her twirl the motor 
and shoot from the tiny dock in a 
swirl of spray. He turned to the 
waiting mechanic. "I'm ready any 
time," he said. 

In the ride across the lake Spike 
felt anything but good. The mere 
sight of the water sent spasms of 
fear snaking through him. To relieve 
his mind he spoke to the mechan- 
ic. “Mr, Tepoorten’s boat badly 
wrecked?” he ventured. 

“Finished!” was the laconic reply. 

Spike shrugged. “Oh, well, he can 
get plenty of new ones." . 

The mechanics laugh was harsh. 
“Oh, sure. What’s five thousand 
bucks more to a guy what owes a 
quarter million!” 

“What d’ya mean?” asked Spike 
uncomprehendingly. 

“I work for the Atlas people, see. 
Tepoorten’s in so deep with us our 
outfits’ practically taken over th’ 
whole Tepoorten Boat Works. We've 
advanced him money for expansion, 
for advertisin', for promotin' stock 
an' th' Lord knows what. Now he's 
borrowed money on his rep to win 
this Hudson river race. If he don't 
cop it, our old man collects his notes 
an' th' Tepoorten Boat Works is no 
more. It's Atlas!" 

“Jeez,” muttered Spike, slowly un- 
derstanding. So that was why Larry 
couldn’t go through with his verbal 
contract with Rossiter. He had to 
win with an Atlas engine or lose the 
whole Tepoorten Boat Works. A fine 
state of affairs! And the heel was 
trying to blame it on him for sock- 
ing him in the puss. 

No wonder his engagement to Dar- 
rylene would be off. He couldn’t af- 
ford to lose! By losing he forfeited 
the boat business and his income. 
He’d no longer be the heir of the 
Tuxedo Park Tepoorten’s; he’d be 
just another guy looking for a job! 


VER A hundred boats were 
drawn up at the starting line in 
Albany for the 133-mile dash to New 
York. Boats of every eligible descrip- 
tion. Two man racing Runabouts, 225 
cubic inch Inboards, four classes of 
Hydroplanes, ranging from the flim- 
sy shingles and single cylinder out- 


. board motors of Class A, to the 


rugged four cylinder power plants 
of Class F. 

The contestants were tense. To 
make the race fair, the boats with the 
greatest horsepower were  handi- 
capped in time. Spike's entry, the 
Un-Quote, sistership of Darrylene's 
famous Miss-Quote, was the largest 
type of hydroplane. They were not 
due to start till 9 A.M. Then came 
the Runabouts and Inboards. 

Spike’s face was strained and his 
hand on the automatic throttle cold. 
He glanced at Darrylene in the boat 
beside him. She was outwardly calm, 
her face pale. But he knew she was 
determined to win despite Tepoor- 
ten’s ungentlemanly assertion he had 
to win or else! She didn’t know why 
he had to win. But it was apparent 
from the set of her resolute chin she 
didn’t particularly care whether he 
married her or not. She would win or 
else! 

Down the line lay Larry Tepoor- 
ten’s silver hulled Little Barracuda 
IV. It was aptly named like its mas- 
ter—the knifing, slashing demon of 
the seas. Tepoorten was calm. His 
lean face wearing the confident smirk 
of a mechanical rabbit in a grey- 
hound race. 

At 8:55 motors began to pop deaf- 
eningly. Spike primed his engine and 
jerked the starting cord. With a roar 
the Un-Quote moved into mid-stream. 
He circled warily until the hand on 
the big clock crossed sixty. 

Bang! 

They were off! Twenty Class F 
hydroplanes surged down river. At 
first it was a mad scramble for the 
narrow channel between the oil re- 
finery and the west bank. Tepoorten 
shot through first. Then Darrylene, 
two white boats and Spike. In the 
widening channel he began to get the 
feel of his hydro. He had tried it out 
on the river and found it wasn’t the 
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same as Tuxedo Lake. Choppier. And 
a much faster boat than the stock 
model. s 

As the field thinned, he let out his 
motor until the Un-Quote bucked and 
shimmied. A familiar feel to Spike. 
Crouched forward over the wheel, 
knees resting in a squatting position, 
he surged past one of the white boats. 

An icy blast of fear consumed 
Spike as he dared to glance at the 
blurring water. He gritted his teeth 
and tried to imagine it was the track 
of a speedway. Anything but water! 

Slowly he overhauled the other 
white boat. Spray flew back from its 
threshing prop into Spike's tense 
face. Doggedly he crept up as the 
old fear of water laid icy tentacles 
on his throat. It paralyzed his mus- 
cles and froze his hands in a death 
grip on the wheel. Suddenly he saw 
his father and brother drowning 
again, and his eyes went glassy. 

Wide open, the Un-Quote blasted 
forward. Faster, faster! He passed 
Darrylene at so furious a clip his hy- 
dro was almost out of control. She 
tried to match his speed, but realiz- 
ing the danger point, let him slip 
past. Ahead, in an ever lessening gap, 
was Tepoorten’s silver streak, the 
Little Barracuda IV! 

Tepoorten heard him coming. He 
zig-zagged erratically off course as 
the Un-Quote ploughed relentlessly 
onward. Nausea gripped Spike’s sto- 
mach as he tried to swerve past. For 
a fleeting instant it looked as if the 
two hurtling shingles would crash! 
But Tepoorten gave way. He watched 
Spike swirl past, a look of surprise 
constricting his features. 


EADING the field Spike was 
only conscious of it. His mind 
was in the grip of horrible memory. 
The fear of overturning and being 
immersed in water. Water! He stared 
at it in fascinated fixation as more 
and more of it stretched between his 
boat and Larry’s. 

It was inevitable that Spike 
couldn’t hold that mad pace without 
upsetting! Fate intervened against 
him. Hurtling past two small islands 
before the bend at Catskill Creek, a 


ferry boat hoved into view. Spike 
tugged at the wheel to avoid it. The 
Un-Quote skidded precariously, hit a 
wave broadside, teetered uncertainly 
and stalled as Spike crashed back the 
throttle. 


The impact split open the narrow 
seams. on the Un-Quote’s thin skinned 
hull and water oozed into the cock- 
pit. With a curse Spike realized he’d 
have to keep going to prevent sink- 
ing altogether. Before his rocking 
craft had regained its equilibrium, he 
spun the starting cord. 

Simultaneously, Darrylene and Te- 
poorten barrelled past. Then came a 
white boat and a fan-like wave of 
miscellaneous craft. Spike paid scant 
attention as his motor again broke 
into a defiant roar and the Un-Quote 
lifted its prow to the sky. Losing but 
minutes—he was on his way! 

Instead of leading, he was now an 
also-ran. An unfamiliar position for 
Spike. Eyes narrowed and mouth a 
grim straight line, he crouched tense- 
ly over his wheel and crashed head- 
long into the breakers caused by a 
dozen other boats. He passed one 
after another in a blaze of heedless, 
harrowing speed. 

Gone now was his fear of the wa- 
ter. It was but a numbing memory 
in the background of his mind. Tak- 
ing its place in his foremost con- 
sciousness was this crazy, bone-rat- 
tling, ear-splitting, body stiffening 
mad marathon! 

Rossiter had told him he was 
staking all on this race. Either Dar- 
rylene or he had to win it! If they 
didn't, Rossiter outboards would fade 
into oblivion, which meant motercy- 
cle engines as well—the fastest in 
the world. Spike was vitally con- 
cerned about that, his chosen profes- 
sion, Rossiter motors had to survive 
or else! 

Mile after mile he charged down 
river, clapping turbulently over the 
rough water as the lusty Rossiter 
outboard snarled defiance in its 
wake. Boat after boat he passed. Some 
gunning all out, others chugging 
along with a burned out piston or 
leaking seams caused by the inter- 
minable pounding. 
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T WAS AN HOUR before he 

again saw the leaders. With an 
oath he recognized the Little Barra- 
cuda. Tepoorten was still leading! A 
hundred yards in his wake, Darry- 
lene dynamited along like the 
thoroughbred she was. With re- 
newed vigor, Spike bent low to offer 
less wind resistance. He unleashed 
the Un-Quote to the last notch on 
the throttle. Drove hard, his body 
cramped and legs numbed from the 
battering. 

As Poughkeepsie loomed on the 
east bank, Spike turned in to refuel. 
Within three minutes he was in mid- 
stream again and wide open when his 
motor suddenly spluttered and died. 


Believing he had failed to re-open 
his shut-off valve, Spike found it 
surprisingly on, Hurriedly he checked 
his plugs and wiring, then the car- 
buretor. Here the fluid failed to 
evaporate—water! With a curse 
Spike jerked off the tank top and 
verified his discovery. The gas at- 
tendant had filled his tank with wa- 
ter! 

Mumbling incoherently, Spike 
stared about him. So Tepoorten got 
to the gas attendant first and paid 
him off to fill his tank with water. 
The lousey skunk! With a sudden 
panicky sensation he wondered if 
Darrylene had also been a victim of 
the same gag? And if so, how far had 
she been able to drive? 

Hastily draining his carburetor and 
gas line, Spike paddled off in the di- 
rection of a stalled hydro hovering 
close by. He saw its motor torn and 
twisted and obviously out of the 
race. He hailed the pilot. “Can you 
spare some gas?” 

“Sure,” was the weary response, “I 
won't need any more today. Imme- 
diately Spike drained his tank of wa- 
ter. Refiling it quickly, he jerked 
the starting cord. “Thanks, kid," he 
sang out. “I’ll do as much for you 
'Ssomeday." 

With a blast he gave the Un-Quote 
its head. Last place again! Glancing 
about he saw the Inboards and Run- 
abouts barely ahead in mid-stream. 
They’d made almost an hour on him 
in time. Spike bent low — changed 
his position. He had to keep day- 


light between his hull and the water 
to prevent it seeping in and cutting 
down his speed. 

Wide open he hurdled the crests 
and dynamited past a mis-firing red 
speedster. A black boat gave him a 
race, but was soon lost behind in the 
streaking, knifing fury of his on- 
slaught. He slipped past one pilot 
after another, daringly, inexorably, 
then finally surged into a wide 
stretch of river where a tiny speck 
= the distance denoted a stalled hy- 

ro. 

Nearing it his throat constricted— 
Darrylene! He shut off and idled up 
beside her. Her face was flushed and 
streaked with oil. With an impatient 
gesture she pointed to her engine. “I 
think there’s water in the gas,” she 
gasped. 

"I know there is," replied Spike 
grimly. 

So Tepoorten had double-crossed 
her too! He might have known. 
Without hesitating Spike grabbed a 
wrench and began unleosening the 
bolts that held his motor to the tran- 
som. Darrylene stared at him bewil- 
deredly. 

“What are you doing?” she asked. 

“Changing gon with you." 

At her cry of protest, he pointed 
to the water in the cock-pit of his 
boat. "I'm sinking, see. Seams split! 
You have a much better chance than 
I with a good motor." 

Darrylene saw the logic in his act 
and hurriedly began to help. As the 
last nut was tightened on the Miss- 
Quote, a breeze blew in from the 
west. With it came a fleecy mist 
which obscured the sun. Spike lifted 
her water-logged engine into his boat 
and shoved off. 

"I don't know how to thank you," 
said Darrylene solemnly. 

Spike impatiently waved her on. 
“Get goin’! Get goin’!” he cried ex- 
citedly. *An' cop this grind from Te- 
poorten—or else!" 


ITH A snarl of unleashed 
power, the Miss-Quote surged 
away. Spike watched it go. So that 
was that. Presently the mists thick- 
ened, laying a deep grey blanket of 
fog over the river. Spike watched it 
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settle with a sense akin to fear. Sud- 
denly he grabbed the paddle as the 
crackling exhausts of surging out- 
boards whammed closer, 

He paddled and alternately bailed. 
Paddled frantically as the water 
reached his thighs. Inch by inch it 
increased as Spike’s spirits sank 
lower. All about him, hydros whizzed 
in every direction as the fog closed 
about in a gigantic sheet of impene- 
trable gloom. They could only guess 
at their direction. 

Spike’s veins stood out in leaden 
ridges as he waited for the inevitable 
collision! Desperately paddling and 
bailing, he fought his water-logged 
shingle all the way to shore. With a 
sigh of relief he discerned the lights 
of cars travelling the Albany Post 
Road. With renewed energy he dug 
in, finally grounded his boat with a 
rasping swish on a sandy beach. 

He jumped ashore. Then lifted 
Darrylene’s motor from the cockpit 
and drained the carburator and tank. 
Next he overturned the Un-Quote 
and emptied it of water. Lastly he 
bolted the outboard back on the tran- 
som and climbed the steep bank to 
the road in search of gas. 

At the top of the hill he found a 
filling station. Within five minutes 
Spike had returned to the hydro and 
was scudding off shore. Hugging the 
riverbank, he kept his eyes glued on 
on the intermittent flashes of auto- 
mobile headlights on Highway 9. As 
they receded, he came inshore to pick 
them up. Then retreated if they came 
too close and the possibility of his 
hitting the beach. 

It was a nerve wracking business. 
But he had the advantage over the 
other racers who had either slowed 
down or were circling blindly in 
mid-stream. As mile after mile 
flashed by he could hear their motors 
in the gloom, groping their way at 
half throttle through the murk. 

Eyes two frosty slits glinting 
through the haze, lips compressed 
and muscles taut, Spike forced the 
Un-Quote to the limit. He had but 
one comforting thought. If he hit 
anything at this speed, he’d knock 
himself unconscious before he struck 
the water. Was his old dread of it re- 


turning? He shook the thought from 
his mind. 

Suddenly, like the lifting of a cur- 
tain, he zoomed out of the fog. In a 
wide, sunlit panorama stretched the 
Hudson. On his left was Yonkers, 
and directly ahead two speedboats 
fighting it out neck and neck. Darry- 
lene and Tepoorten, leading the race! 

Recklessly Spike forged ahead. 
Suddenly a wild oath escaped his 
windburned lips. He saw Tepoorten’s 
silver hydro abruptly swerve! Dar- 
rylene tried to avoid him, but her 
maneuver was too late. With de- 
liberate, vicious impetuosity, Tepoor- 
ten aimed the Little Barracuda 
straight at the Miss-Quote! 

There was a shattering, seam- 
splitting impact! Like a sheaf of 
wheat thrown pell-mell from a bind- 
er, Darrylene crashed headlong into 
the water! Her boat upended, cata- 
pulted bow first and sank with barely 
a ripple. Like a hit-run driver, Te- 
poorten limped away, his prow caved 
in and seams gushing water. 


LIND WITH helpless rage, 
Spike throttled down and cir- 
cled to pick up Darrylene. He saw 
her come to the surface, and his heart 
glowed with admiration as she struck 
out toward his boat. Leaning over, 
he yanked her into the cock-pit. For 
a moment he stared at her. Then see- 
ing she was unhurt, he gently pushed 
her behind the wheel. 

“You deserve to win this race, Dar- 
rylene,” he said. “Now get goin’!” 

“But, Spike,” she protested. “We 
can't—" 

"I know," he interrupted. “Rules 
forbid two occupants in Class F hy- 
droplanes. So I'm takin' a powder!" 

He stood up. With a single, de- 
liberate step he put one foot on the 
coaming and plopped into the water! 
That took courage. And it was the 
bravest thing Spike Monaghan ever 
did. For a brief, awe-struck moment 
Darrylene stared at him as his kapok 
life jacket Suoyantly kept him afloat, 
then she yanked savagely on the 
throttle! 

From his vantage point, Spike saw 
the Un-Quote rapidly gain on the 

(Continued on Page 88) 


Sabers Are for Saps 


By LUKE TORLEY 


“You should have known, kid, that if a man insists on a particular 
weapon against your preference, it must mean that he’s not so hot 
on the one your prefer." 


TI mA the applause 
for Carroll the crowd was 
making a murmur of comment, 
half disappointed, half mocking. The 
undertone swirled around Benicke's 
feet like quicksand even after the 
locker-room door was closed. 

He glanced briefly at his manager 
with smarting eyes and sat down on 
the bench to pick miserably at the 
lacings of his sandals. As he bent the 
plastron rode up and seemed to shut 
off his breath. 

*What happened, kid?" Bart de- 
manded around his eternal dead 
cigar. *Cheest! I never had no blow- 
up like this before." 

“It was the lights," Benicke said 
dully. 

“The lights? Wasn't nothin’ wrong 
with the lights. They was right over- 
head—regulation stuff. No shadows 
on the mat except right under you 
and Carroll." 

Benicke didn't try to explain it 
further. He opened his locker, set 
his foil in the clip and hung up the 
plastron and mask. There was a dirty 
smudge, like the mark of an old 
eraser, across the rough quilted can- 
vas of the target —the mark of Car- 
rolls button. The little man's foil 
had seemed to bend nearly double; 
on the recovery he had snapped the 
button across Benicke's chest and 
off the foil into the darkness beyond 
the mat. 

In an amateur match such a dis- 
engagement would have been more 
than a defeat—it would have been an 
insult. It was fencer's etiquette to 
feel your opponent's blade and make 
your poihts without unnecessary vio- 
lence. Carroll’s ruthless attack had 
told the excited watchers in the 
stands plainly what he thought of 
Benicke’s ability— 

But maybe among the pros things 
were different; Benicke didn’t know. 


It was his first professional match. 
He’d come billed boxer-style as “the 


: Minnesota Flash,” straight from high 


47 


school and a startling amateur car- 
eer. There'd been a good deal of 
criticism: of Bart when the manager 
had signed him to meet Carroll, a 
foilsman with his eye on the champ- 
ionship, without any preliminaries. 
It looked as if the critics hadn't been 
just beating their gums. 

He pulled his shirt off over his 
close-cropped yellow hair and stepped 
into the shower. Bart leaned against 
the door, chewing the black butt. 

“Cheer up," he said, “maybe it ain't 
so bad. Everybody has bad days. I 
seen you fence before when you was 
terrific—we’ll shoot a little lower 
next time and play it close.” 

“Itil be just the same next time," 
Benicke said, and turned on the fau- 
cets. Bart shouted a question against 
the steaming water, but Benicke 
couldn’t hear what it was. After a 
moment the manager spat disgustedly 
at the drain and went out. 

Benicke was glad to see him go. 
He didn’t feel up to talking to any- 
body. He dressed rapidly, closed his 
locker and shrugged into his coat. 
What he wanted most was to get back 
to his room and pack. 

But he didn’t get the chance. A 
slim, gley-clad figure leaning against 
the building straightened as he came 
out and pitched a cigarette away. 

“Benicke?” 

“That’s me.” 

“My name’s McLaughlin—maybe 
you’ve heard of me. Like to talk to 
you.” 

The name clicked at once. McLau- 
ghlin had been the undisputed champ- 
ion of the previous generation for 
many years, and until recently had 
been putting down younger men with 
monotonous regularity, just for the 
hell of it. He was retired now, but 
served on the PFLA board. 
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"Sure. Let's go over to the diner 
there." 


Na rAURHISN said little until 
the coffee came. Then he 
looked directly at Benicke and began, 
“I caught your match tonight." 

“You didn't catch much, that’s a 
cinch," Benicke said, beginning to 
flush. "I guess I was pretty much of 
a laugh with that ‘Minnesota Flash’ 
stuff." 

“Sure you were," McLaughlin re- 
turned evenly. "Bart's your nianager, 
isn't he? He's full of promotion ideas 
like that, and can't seem to learn from 
experience. But you will, so that's 
not what I wanted to talk to you 
about. Whatever made you fence foils 
with Carroll? Don't you know saber?" 

“Well, sure. But Carroll insisted 
that it was no fit weapon for tour- 
nament; he talked Bart into argeeing 
that foils were there only real test 
of a fencer. ‘Sabers are for saps,’ he 
said." 

"He would; but by that line of 
reasoning he should have insisted on 
epee. Yeu should have known that if 
a man insists on a particular weapon 
against your preference, it must 
mean he's not so hot on the one you 
prefer. As for you—you'tre never 
going to be more than fair at foils; 
you haven't the build. Foils are wea- 
pons for quick, little, nervous men 
like me. Carroll will beat you every 
time with 'em." 

“I guess I am a nice target," Ben- 
icke said ruefully. 

"Another thing. Carroll fights 
Italian style. You should have known 
the minute he took guard how to 
beat him from the French positions." 

*] never learned anything about the 
Italian ones." 

"Well it was a two-handed one 
originally—the other hand for stil- 
etfo. That means it's designed fer 
infighting. The reason why the 
French system is the favorite one is 
because half the movements you make 
in the Italian are wasted giving a 
balance advantage to an empty hand. 
If you know that you can beat it 
every time—especially with the edge, 
because Italian is a poignard style, 
and a man who uses it is all wound 


up in a technique that never used the 
edge at all." 

Benieke clattered his cup into the 
saucer excitedly. "I get it," he said. 
"No wonder I kept fanning the air. 
Every time I started a coup d'arret 
I wound up with nothing in sight 
but the lights on the mat. He kept 
recovering in the wrong direction." 

McLaughlin nodded. “Favoring 
that empty hand, you see. Two cen- 
turies ago you would have stabbed 
the first time that happened; but 
nowadays the opportunity goes to 
waste.” He leveled his spoon at the 
blond boy. “But none of this explains 
quite why you fell all over yourself 
like that on the mat. Hell, man, no- 
body can be that lousy. let alone 
somebody the Board passes for a pro 
match, Just what was the matter?” 


Benicke had never before talked 
to anybody about the lights, and it 
was hard getting started; but the 
slender old-timer before him in- 
spired confidence. 

“It’s a funny business,” he said 
hesitantly. “Maybe you'll think I’m 
nuts, but.... Well, when I was a 
little kid, maybe about three, my 
family lived in Pennsylvania—be- 
cause I’m blond and blue-eyed and 
live in Minnesota people think I’m 
a Swede, but I’m not; I’m from a Ger- 
man family. Anyhow, we went to the 
Jersey shore for the summer, and 
something happened. I’m not sure 
what. All I know is that I got left 
alone on the beach, asleep, for nearly 
a whole afternoon. I got a bad case of 
sun all over me, and when I woke up 
I couldn't walk. I just crawled, for 
I don't know how long, with the sun 
glaring and the waves roaring in my 
ears. When somebody finally came 
and got me I was damn near dead. 
I was sick for a long time after." 

He stopped and pulled at his cof- 
fee. 

“Go on." 

“That’s nearly all there is to it. 
It’s just that whenever I get into a 
big open space, with bright lights, I 
get scared. I feel like the lights are 
blinding me; my knees go all watery, 
and I'm just generally no good for 
anything. That's what happened to me 
tonight—I'd never fenced in such a 
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big hall before, and I just plain 
turned green when I got out there on 
the mat.” 

He looked at McLaughlin belliger- 
antly. “Or, maybe I should’ve said 
yellow.” 

“Don’t you go putting words in my 
mouth," the past champion retorted. 
“I don't think you're yellow, or nuts 
either—though I'l tell you straight 
that you'd be a terrible temptation to 
a — sawbones. Do you think you 
can lick it?" 

Benicke bit his lower lip doubt- 
fully. “I’m willing to give it another 
try, I suppose. I'n not trying to 
alibi out of what I did—I blew up, 
and that's that. But it's a lot harder 
thing to live with than it sounds 
when I tell it." 

“All the more reason to get rid of 
it. Ever talk about it before? No? I 
thought not. McLaughlin eyed him 
shrewdly. “Feel better, maybe?” 

Benicke grinned. “Maybe I do.” 

"That's the ticket! All right. I'd 
like to see you beat Carroll. I don’t 
like his type. Fencing’s a funny 
sport, half skill and half the rigid- 
est code of manners there is. Carroll’s 
got the skill but his manners could 
use some smoothing ; he’s not the kind 
of guy I like to see on a mat.” 

He got up and held out his hand. 
“Sign up with him again, kid. I don’t 
know what you can do about your 
trouble, but if you can beat that, you 
can beat Carroll. Remember—use the 
blade, not the point." 


ENICKE spent most of his spare 

time, as well as his regular 
practice hours, matching himself with 
the singlestick against any partner 
he could find, and gradually felt his 
confidence coming back. It was a 
long process, and tougher than it 
might have been back home. Among 
others he crossed laths with several 
of the men who'd been on the same 
bill the night of his stumblebum per- 
formance against Carroll. He didn't 
much want to tangle with them, but 
several of them challenged him out 
^f curiosity; there was surprise all 
cound when he succeeded in giving 
an excellent account of himself. After 


that the atmosphere of the gym be- 
came perceptably friendlier—appar- 
ently the blond kid was all right, he'd 
just been off his feed or something. 

In the locker room on The Night, 
however, Benicke felt like a man in 
the process of learning that his in- 
herited fortune contained an un- 
known. number of plugged nickels. 
The sword looked odd slung in the 
clip, clumsy and huge; and every 
time the door opened for the con- 
testants of another match, he could 
see through it part of the arena, 
seemingly dim and hazy with dis- 
tance. 

“How d’ya feel, kid?” Bart asked 
nervously. 

“I feel all right. Do you ever swal- 
low that cigar?” 

“Nah. I sure hope you’re okay. I 
got my reputation to think of, too— 
your next blowup send y’back to the 
bush. I shouldna letcha match Oarroll 
again. Why didnya take it slow, and 
woik y'way up?" 

"Oh, stop griping" Benicke 
growled. “If I don't make it this time, 
I'm not going to be worrying about 

ou." 

d The other door squeaked back and 
Carroll came in, scuffing his sandals 
cheerfully. He ran a sardonic eye 
over Benicke's huge frame. 

*So I got the Swedish Terror on 
my docket again," he said. “You got 
more guts than brains, handsome." 

“Save your wind," Benicke said. 
*You might need it." 

"To whack a man with a blade? 
That's no effort." He jumped lightly 
over a bench and went to his own 
locker. “Take it from me in a friendly 
way—if a man's faster'n you are with 
a tough weapon, you aren't likely to 
lick him with an easy one." 

“Sabers, four minutes," the locker- 
room annurciator droned. 

“That’s your cue, kid," a familiar 
voice said. Benicke looked around 
quickly. It was McLaughlin. 

“Hi, champ,” Carroll said. 

McLaughlin ignored him. “You 
loek all right,” he said to Benicke. 
"T've been hearing good reports 
about you at practice. How about 
the other business?” 
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“T can't tell till I get out there. I'be 
been practicing on it, though.” 
“How?” 


“Over by the lake.” 

McLaughlin looked at him respect- 
fully. “I can about imagine what that 
took.” 

“So the 


that’s story,” Carroll 


sneered. “You been training with the’ 


Grand Old Man, eh? Well, he ain’t 
so grand as he used to be. I can take 
you both on at once if I have to and 
not raise a sweat over it.” 

“Two minutes,” said the annuni- 
cator. Carroll jammed his mask over 
his face and went out, slapping his 
canvas trouser-leg cockily with the 
flat of his blade. 

“Fencing,” McLaughlin said rumin- 
atively, looking after him, “is sup- 
posed to be the aristocrat of sports. 
Sometimes I wish we could debar a 
man for having a runny mouth.” 

Benicke shrugged and put on his 
own mask and gauntlet. He hefted 
the saber; once in his hand it felt all 
right. It was a good PFLA blade, not 
much like the loose-socketed old 
sticker he’d had in high school. The 
cup made a smooth metal fist over 
his knuckles, 

“Sabers, first event,” said the ann- 
unciator.” 

“Go to it, kid," McLaughlin said 
softly. 

Bart said, “Ya sure ya feel all 
right?” 

The saber split the air and the dead 
cigar butt splatted against the ceiling. 


HE PLACE was vast, even vaster 

than he’d remembered it. From 
the floor entrance the mat was a 
white postage stamp a mile away. 
Above, in a black sky, twi . suns fun- 
nelled glare down upon it. Benicke 
swallowed and maintained a steady 
walk. 

At the mat the crowd noise went 
up a little. The story of the first 
blowup and the return match had 
gotten around. There was some ten- 
dency to look on the saber duel as a 
grudge fight, almost like wrestling. 
Over the steady wash of sound the 
arena's p. a. system boomed unrec- 
ognizable words. 

“Salute,” said the ref. 

Benicke planted his sandals on the 


mat, touched his point and raised his 
hilt to his mouth. His eyes locked 
with Carroll’s; the other's mouth 
twisted mockingly. 

“Guard.” 

The blades ticked gently together. 
Benicke watched the smooth, tense 
motion with which his opponent took 
position, the way the left hand drop- 
ped to linger over an imaginary 
scabbard. To his own sword hand 
came the faint, indescribable sense 
of a lunge in leash—he could not teli 
exactly where it was directed— 

“Engage!” 

Carroll’s blade exploded toward 
tierce. It was a short, choppy swing, 
as if he were relying on his point for 
a toe cut. Benicke parried at the forte, 
the parry became a smooth riposte 
in octave, and Carroll stepped back 
lightly, yanking his own toe out of 
danger. Benicke recovered, catching 
the counter-thrust with a clang 
against his hilt. 

For a moment the two feinted like 
sparring cats. The crowd had become 
noisier. The big blond boy was not 
being quite the comic relief he’d 
been expected to be 

Certainly Carroll didn’t look a bit 
amused. He broke blade contact and 
managed to hold the break just long 
enough to let Benicke lose the feel, 
feinted toward sixte, disengaged 
again and lunged at Benicke’s throat, 
his body twisting strangely. Benicke’s 
saber whistled up. The two weapons 
locked. Benicke shifted his weight; 
Carroll’s off-center stance became a 
sort of agonized totter, and Benicke’s 
blade cracked viciously against the 
crown of his mask. 

A bellow of excited surprise went 
up from the dark stands. Benicke 
began to feel a little queasy. The 
lights seemed unbearably hot, bright, 
distant. His skin crawled under the 
heavy duck shirt, and sweat made the 
mask templates feel slick. The sur- 
ging roar of the crowd was a single 
smooth sound, like—like surf. 

He gritted his teeth and engaged 
again, hardly hearing the referee's 
calls. Carroll’s face was dark and 
murderous. Outside the double circle 
ot light the dimness stretched away 
forever, and the surf beat ceaselessly. 

Carroll moved in with swift, chop- 
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py slashes, one after the other in 
relentless succession. Confused, Ben- 
icke retreated; the blades went clack 
clack, clack clack, clack clack to the 
mechanical parries. 


IS HEEL FELT a familiar 

sensation; he was on the edge 
of the mat. The crowd noise became 
dizzingly louder. Sweat ran down in- 
. to his eyes. He made a desperate rip- 
oste. Carroll's counter-riposte caught 
him squarely across the chest. 


Carroll walked away, his swagger 
markedly returning. They took guard 
again. This was the one; Benicke 
blinked and his eyes cleared a little. 
They were just lamps. 

Carroll attacked immediately, with 
brash confidence. Benicke parried 
cautiously and disengaged, watching 
his opponent's stance. Still favoring 
that useless left hand. Carroll broke 
contact again, feinted toward prime. 
Benicke knew that one now; when it 
came, Carroll’s blade slid over his 
head harmlessly. 

Benicke crossed quickly, but he was 
still no match for the slim, dark duel- 
list on speed. Carroll’s recovery was 
spring-swift. His face showed that 
he had lost his temper again, but he 
was playing it for caution. 

The blades went clack clack, clack 
clack; the sandals danced forward 
and back on the mat. Benicke began 
to press a little, then fell back again, 
drawing Carroll forward. Al] right, 
he thought; if he’s faster than I am, 
let him make the most of it, 

Carroll did. His blade flew. They 
were all standard cuts, almost prac- 
tice routines, but they flew faster 
and faster. In a moment he would 
reach Benicke's fastest speed. Then, 
just a fraction faster, a compound 
attack— 

Benicke moved as little as possible, 
flexing his wrist and arm delicately; 


but at each parry he thrust Carroll’s 
blade back more stiffly than was nec- 
essary. The small wiry arm attacking 
him was tiring more rapidly than its 
owner knew—and each new cut was 
a fraction further to the right. In a 
moment Carroll would be in a swell 
spot to use that invisible stiletto. 
Benicke drew it on. 

Suddenly Carrol lashed forward. 
It was even faster than Benicke had 
anticipated. His prepared coupe de 
temps tangled in a whirlwind of 
metal. Sweating, he gave ground— 
again to the right. 

Carroll grunted triumphantly. His 
wrist turned over, and the edge of 
his blade slashed skyward— 

Benicke took one step to the left, 
and his saber thumped Carroll’s plas- 
tron heavily. Carroll tripped and fell 
completely off the mat. The crowd 
screamed its delight. 


a Geer was still laugh- 
ing weakly when Benicke came 
into the locker room. 

"I never expected anything like 
that,” he gasped, wiping his eyes. 
“Son, when you learn a lesson, you 
learn it whole hog! Did you plan 
it that way?" 

“No,” Benicke grinned. “At least, 
not to knock him over. I just didn’t 
realize he weighed so much less than 
I do—he was way off balance and I 
hit him harder than I figured.” 

McLaughlin shook his head won- 
deringly. “Damndest thing I ever 
saw,” he said. “I guess you must feel 
pretty good.” 

“Yeah. Especially about licking my 
trouble. You know—I can do some- 
thing now I never could before.” 

“What’s that?” 

The blond boy turned slightly pink. 
“Take my girl swimming!” 


THE END 


* x X 
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Vic Edwards was up against as tough a situation as a rookie ever 

had to handle, with 10-1 odds that he'd lose his opportunity through 

failure to come through on a deal the best of them might well 
botch! 
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balls of his feet and watched 

O’Dowd send a sinker ball 
down there, It cut the rubber in half, 
belt high. The Lion hitter blinked in 
mild amazement, not offering at it. 
Vic’s barrel chest deflated in a sigh 
of relief, and some of the fine lines 
of tension sifted away from. his 
round Welsh face. 

He cupped his small hands toward 
O’Dowd and yelled nervously, “Fan 
him, Lefty.” 

This was Vic’s first day with the 
league-leading Titans. He’d handled 
his shortstop post with ridiculous 
ease, back at Scranton, But this was 
the top, the big time. He’d always 
been high-strung, too serious-mind- 
ed for his own good, he supposed, 
but making good in the world was 
not entirely a selfish concern, the 
way Vic looked at it. 

There were a lot of mouths to be 
fed, back home, now Pop had passed 
on; and this was his big league try- 
out, the one big chance of a lifetime. 
And if that wasn’t enough to get his 
nerves jumpy, he could always think 
of the screwy welcome he’d received 
this morning, when he’d reported to 
Buck Daly. 

“Don’t wanta worry you, Edwards, 
but I better warn you. Vou've got a 
job on your hands, out there at short- 
stop. Be prepared to cover a good 
deal of territory.” 

Vic frowned, puzzled. "That's a 
shortstop’s job, Mr. Daly.” 

The tall, painfully thin pilot had 
looked almost too pleased at Vic’s 
reaction. “That’s the spirit we like on 
the Titans. Hope you make good out 
there, Edwards.” Buck Daly sifted 
long, battered fingers through his 
wispy red hair. “I’ve had trouble 
plugging that hole at shortstop all 
season. If you can turn the trick, 
we'll romp through the rest of this 
season.” 

“Trouble?” Vic’s eyes narrowed. 
“What sort of trouble?” 

“You'll know,” said the stoop- 
shouldered pilot, “soon enough.” 

That was as much as Vic could get 
cte" Peek Daly.-It was the man’s 
attitude that had made Vic uneasy, 
& . -v as if the pilot knew Vic was 
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doomed to failure before he started. 

The rest of the team hadn’t done 
anything to weaken his conviction 
that there was something wrong out 
there at shortstop. “You the knew 
shortstop?” Lefty had asked, and 
when Vic had admitted he was, the 
long portsider had smiled thinly. 
“Good luck, pal.” 

“Sounds like I need it," Vic said, 
fishing. “What’s the deal?” 

But the tall, sober-eyed pitcher ig- 
nored Vic's question, and instead, 
proceeded to introduce the rookie to 
some of the others. 

Al Hovendon, the chunky back- 
stop had been friendly. “Be ready to 
move fast, right or left, rookie." 

Pete Day, the first sacker, had a 
grip like steel. "You stay in there 
punching, kid. Like to have a perma- 
ment shortsthop, up here with the 
Titans." 

“Listen,” Vic said, exasperated, 
“what gives? You guys are acting 
like a bunch of Irishmen at my wake. 
How about waiting till you see me 
in action, before making your minds 
up how I’m gonna do out there?” 

McGinnis, the wiry center garden- 
er, chuckled shortly. “You ain’t the 
first shortstop Buck’s tried this 
year, Edwards.” 

How could he help wondering, Vic 
thought now, after such a greeting: 
He smacked his glove pocket with a 
balled-up fist, and set himself as 
Lefty went into his painfully slow 
windup. 


HIS WAS the eighth, the game 

still scoreless. O’Dowd had 
pitched air-tight ball, and the Lion 
at the platter was gimlet-eyed, hun- 
gry for a piece of that horsehide. He 
swung smartly on the grooved fast 
one. There was a clean click, and a 
hot grounder clipped grass on its 
way past the mound. 

Lefty made an abortive stab at it, 
but was too late to block it. The ball 
was sizzling toward the outfield, al- 
most on a line for second base. By 
rights, Vic figured, it was Sam Caf- 
lin’s private property. But the stocky 
second sacker was late getting start- 
ed over toward it. Vic dug in for all 
he was worth and went down in a 
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lunging dive, desperately trying to 
get his glove in the path of the 
screaming pellet. 


He got the tips of his fingers on 
it, but that wasn’t enough to stop 
that hot baby. It bounced off the end 
of his glove and rolled twenty yards 
out toward center, before McGinnis 
raced in to cover on it. He fired it 
on a line to Sam Caflin, effectively 
holding the runner on first. 

There was a groan from the home 
crowd in the grandstand, and a few 
whistles and catcalls for Vic’s bene- 
fit. It was his error, sure, but he 
still figured Sam Caflin should have 
taken that ball. He went back to posi- 
tion, wearing a disgruntled expres- 
sion. He had to make good in a hur- 
ry. That had been his first chance all 
day. Lefty wasn’t giving the Lions 
even scratch hits. So his one chance 
to show as a fielding shortstop had 
made him look simple. He blamed 
Sam Caflin’s laziness for that, and 
remembered Buck Daly’s injunction: 
“Be ready to cover a lot of territory.” 


The lanky redhead hadn’t been 
kidding, apparently. 


But Vic fought back any resent- 
ful feeling against Caflin. We're all 
entitled to a certain number of mis- 
takes, he figured, and so reserved 
judgment. 

Stoop Donlan was at the plate, a 
rangy, aggressive swingaway hitter. 
Lefty worked carefully on him. But 
Donían finally got one he liked, and 
poured all the immense power of his 
back and shoulders into his vicious 
swipe at it. 

Vic's heart flopped miserably the 
minute he heard the sound of that 
poke. It listened like a homer. He 
hardly had to turn around to realize 
it was earmarked for some fan's 
pocket, out in the center field 
bleachers. 

2-0, favor the Lions. And the fans 
would blame him, for starting the 
Lion rally off with that error, on a 
ball that should have been handled 
by Sam Caitlin. 

Lefty held them during the re- 
maining minutes, and the score end- 
ed that way. 


ERE FELT LIKE saying some- 
thing to Caflin, on the way in. 
just a slight hint, to make sure the 
stocky second baseman would pull 
his own share of the load in the fu- 
ture. He was thinking of his family, 
back home in Scranton, Mom and the 
girls, hugging the radio, praying for 


‘him. His resentment toward Caflin 


was still inside him, still in the: con- 
trolled, hard-look stage, but ready to 
pop in hot words any minute, when 
Bucky Daly threw a bombshell at 
him. 

"By the way, Edwards, you'll be 
roomin' with -Caflin.” 

"But—hunh?" 

"You got any objections?" 

Vic sighed. From what he'd seen 
of the guy, Sam Caflin was a type 
who'd be hard to live with, loud and 
chesty, constantly talking, and hard- 
ly the tonic for edgy nerves that Vic 
would have preferred to live with. 
He shrugged his square shoulders 
limply. “Guess you're the doctor, Mr. 
Daly." 

"Anything wrong?” The tall, red- 
headed pilot was staring at him. 

“Look, Mr. Daly, if it was just for 
myself, I'd keep quiet about this. 
But—I've got a Mom and four little 
sisters at home who're counting on 
me. Pop's dead, and when I stepped 
out of the mines to try my luck at 
full-time baseball up here with the 
Titans, I made a tough decision. I've 
got to make good. I'm willing to cov- 
er my side of the sack out there, 
but—" 

*But not Caflin's?" 

Vic frowned. "Why should I have . 
t9? 

Buck Daly's freckled face looked 
suddenly tired. “I suppose I should've 
told you the story on Sam before the 
game, Edwards. But it was your first 
game up here; I didn’t wanta worry 
you too much. We feel like we've 
gotta carry Sam, sort of. He's a 
wounded veteran, and—’ 

"Huh? Wounded how, Mr. Daly?" 

Buck Daly’s stooped shoulders 
dropped even lower. “Don’t feel 
right, now I’ve told you that much. 
Sam’s a bit touchy. It’s only natural, 
I guess. You had to know, sooner or 
later. I'd hoped you'd get it from 
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him. That’s one reason I’m sticking 
you in with him.” 


Vic felt a wave of shame sliding 
through him, He’d missed out on the 
war himself, tied to the mines as an 
essential worker, and his wages had 
been needed desperately at home, af- 
ter Pop had died. But he’d always felt 
sort of uncomfortable about not hav- 
ing gone with the others. The feel- 
ing of uncompleteness came back in 
him now, stronger than ever. A lot 
of right he had to gripe about Caf- 
lin, a wounded veteran. 


He couldn’t pump any more out of 
Daly. But in their room that night, 
he got the whole thing direct from 
Caflin. 


"Yeah, I shouldn't've let you tr 
for that grounder, by rights, kid. 
Oniy, I don't move very fast to my 
right. Here—" he kicked of his left 
shoe and removed the stocking with 
a somewhat proud manner "—I'll 
show you the reason." 


“Gee,” Vic said. He was staring at 
Sam Caflin’s left foot, from which 
the two smallest toes were missing. 
He suppressed a small shudder, hop- 
ing Sam wouldn’t see it, and said, 
“No drive off the left foot, huh? I 
feel like a louse, Sam. No one told 
me. I—I thought you were loafing.” 


"I never loafed in my life on the 
ball field," Sam had a wide mouth, a 
flat blod of a nose, and wide black 
eyes. He looked like a prize fighter, 
and words came readily to him, “I 
didn't loaf over there on the other 
side, either. I was with General 
Smith, the old Bulldog Division, 
He waved at the missing toes. “Kraut 
sniper did that. I stalked that guy 
like a deer, spent two solid hours 
sneaking up on him. Finally knocked 
him out of a tree with a spurt from a 
Tommy." 


“Gosh,” Vic said, and again a feel- 
ing of inadequacy gripped him. Here 
was a man who had risked his life, 
for such as himself. It seemed to Vic 
at that moment that stay-at-homes 
like himself could never possibly 
pay the debt they owed to those 
who'd been overseas, doing their 
fighting for them. The awareness of 


duty toward Sam Caflin depressed 
him. What could anyone do to pay a 
man back for the sort of a loss Sam 
had suffered? Sam's injury wasn't 
much, but it was tragic to him, as a 
professional athlete. 


AM SEEMED to enjoy Vic's re- 
sponse to his account of the 
fighting. His stocky frame straight- 
ened, and he said, “That wasn’t 
nothin’, kid. I been through worse’n 
that, plenty times. Don’t like to talk 
about it. Memory’s still too sharp. 
But there was one time...” 

There were a lot of times, a lot of 
stories to go with them. Maybe Sam 
didn’t, as he had said, like to talk 
about them, but Vic heard them all. 
At the end of an hour, he was 
pumped brimful of blood and gore, 
and Sam was still talking. It was the 
first time Vic had ever heard the 
real inside stuff at first hand, from 
someone who’d been in the foxholes. 
He kept pumping Sam, wanting to 
know all about it, to know just what 
he had missed. 

But it all left him brooding. He 
should have gone too. It wasn’t right, 
for a guy like Sam to be forced to go 
through such terrible experiences, 
while Vic stayed home working the 
mines, not even suspecting how awful 
life was for those in the foxholes. 

“T dunno, Sam,” he said shame- 
facedly. “It seems rotten, somehow. 
I never saw any of it. Every one of 
us who stayed home owes you guys 
plenty. Sure wish I could do some- 
thin’, anything, to—” 

“You might,” Sam said thoughtful- 
ly, rubbing his chin, “play over a lit- 
tle closer to second.” 

Vic didn’t hesitate for a fraction. 
He leaped at the chance. A strong 
sense of duty was ingrained deeply in 
him. That was what had kept him at 
work in the mines, supporting Mom 
and the girls, while other young men 
of his generation were off fighting. 
Maybe he was soft, too sentimental, 
but right now it seemed that what 
Sam Claflin asked was nothing. 

“Sure,” he said. “Sure thing, pal. 
Don’t know why I shouldn’t be able 
to cover a bit more ground out there.” 
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HIS WAS the second of their 
: five-game series with the Lions. 
Bucky had Art Thouless working 
the hill, and the big fellow was al- 
ternately cold and hot out there. 

In the third, he wavered badly, and 
allowed a single. The next man up 
pounded a hard grass hepper out to- 
ward the second bag, and that was 
Vic's first fielding chance. 

He leaped over fast, knowing he 
had to, if he hoped to stop it. It 
was a sizzling ball, and Vic couldn't 
get his body in front of it. He 
blocked it with his glove, pounced 
viciously on it, and rifled a snap 
throw toward Pete Day for the put- 
out. 

But he was too hurried; his flip 
to the big first baseman went wide 
of the mark. The ball ended up un- 
der the grandstand, and the Lion hit- 
ter wound up on second. 

There was a concerted groan from 
the crowd. Vic’s heart flopped over 
with dismay. He punched his glove 
pocket, and told himself that he’d 
just have to learn to get started 
aster. 

it would be his rotten luck, when 
his big chance had come, when he 
had finally found a possible way to 
take care of Mom and the girls with- 
out breaking his body and soul in 
the mines, that he'd have to find the 
cards stacked against him. 

Back on the sandlots in Scranton, 
he could take on a little extra terri- 
tory and not strain a muscle. But 
this was the big time; this was the 
league-leading Titans. You had to be 
on the ball every second, to stick in 
this kind of fast competition. 

He found himself momentarily re- 
gretting his promise to help out Sam 
Caflin. Then a vision of the man's 
crippled foot floated before him. A 
realization of his, and everyone else's 
debt to the guy assailed him. He 
swore at the weakness that had made 
him waver. 

Both pitchers were turning the 
heat on. There was no score till the 
eighth; there. shouldn't have been 
any score then. One of the Lion bats- 
men sent a whistling line drive be- 
tween second and third. It was Vic's 
bal. There were two down, so the 
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crowd yelled lustily, eager to see 
him pull that smash in and cut the 
Lions off for the end of the inning. 

Vic was no less eager than they. 
He slammed his chunky frame over 
that way, his cleats driving hard in 
But he had been 
playing slightly out of position, ever 
mindful of his promise to Caflin. 
That was the trouble. He had too far 
to go, and too little time to get there. 
He flung himself bodily forward in 
a stretching leap for the pill. 

It sailed swiftly past the tip of his 
outstretched glove, and came down 
fast for a neat little single. 

The crowd booed lustily, and 
groaned a little. And well they might 
have. The safety was just the shot 
in the arm the Lions needed. The 
next man up walked. That worried 
Art Thouless. The kid pulled the 
string on a would-be fast ball, and the 
batter poked it against the center 
wall for a crashing three bagger. 

Thouless stopped them by whiff- 
ing the next man. But the damage 
was done. 2-0 now, favor the Lions. 

It'ended that way, and once again 
it was the rookie, Vic Edwards, who 
had contributed the one all-import- 
ant blunder that had cost them the 
full game. 


i bred WERE a moody bunch in 
the showers. Especially after 
Pete Day came in with a morale- 
shattering pronouncement. “Just 
heard the tail end of the Bucks’ game 
with the Tigers. They copped. There 
goes our lead. That puts ’em a half 
game up on us.” 

Buck Daly wasn’t there; he’d al- 
ready repaired morosely to his sta- 
dium office. There were a lot of cold 
glances tossed in Vic’s direction. He 
stood it as long as he could and then 
faced them. 

“All right, somebody say it. I 
flubbed the one that cost us the ball 
game.” He didn’t see Caflin, so he 
knew there was no danger of hurting 
the veteran’s feelings. “I’m a short- 
stop. There’s a limit to how much 
ground one guy can cover.” 

Al Hovendon, the stub-fingered 
catcher, said tartly, "Lay off Caflin. 
He's doin' the best he knows how. 
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The war's slowed him some, fieldin’. 
He makes up for it with his hittin’.” 

“I never said it was his fault,” Vic 
flared. *"I—" — , 

Pete Day growled, "Look, kid, take 
the chip down off your shoulder. 
Caflin's a fixture, see? We all agreed 
on that at the start o' the season. We 
took a vote. We figured if winnin' 
the flag meant chuckin' a crip—a 
veteran outa the line-up, we didn't 
care that much about it. There's 
things more important. Thing is: it 
all falls on the shortstop. That means 
you. You either can handle the ex- 
tra load or you can't. If that seems 
hardboiled to you, it's just tough. 
It's either stick up here, or back to 
Scranton." 

Vic said thickly, "I'm for Sam just 
as strong as anybody in this room. It 
just seems unfair, sort of. This means 
a lot to me. I've got a mom and four 
kid sisters to take care of. This was 
my big chance and—" He stared 
bleakly at Day. "Hell, Pete, couldn't 
you play wider off first, and let Sam 
slide over? Itd close that gap up 
some." 

"I'm doin' that already, rookie. 
You think Buck didn't think of 
that?" 

A messenger stuck his head in the 
room. "Mr. Daly wants to talk to you, 
Edwards." 

"Okay," Vic said bleakly. On the 
way up, he struggled with his prob- 
lem. He was caught neatly, in a per- 
fect pocket, he realized. It was either 
let down Mom and the girls back 
home, or let down Sam Caflin. On 
the surface of it, that ought to be a 
cinch of a decision. The average guy 
would just say the devil with Caflin 
and refuse to cover up any more for 
him. 

It was different with Vic. The way 
he felt about not being a soldier was 
all mixed up in it. He'd always had 
too much conscience for his own 
good, he realized, too strong a sense 
of his obligations to others. One side 
of his mind kept saying, “Don’t be a 
chump. Charity begins in the home, 
don't forget. Let Caflin worry about 
his own troubles." 

Then his conscience chimed in. 
“Well, but there must be some way 
to see this thing through without let- 


ting anyone down.” If only he had 
a jackrabbit’s legs, to cover more ter- 
ritory! 

He walked into the tiny cubicle 
that served lean, red-thatched Buck 
Daly for' an office, wondering what 
the pilot wanted of him. He didn't 
wonder very long. 


"I hate to be blunt, Edwards," the 
old man said grimly, "but a manager 
has to. Frankly, I don't think you're 
going to be able to see this thine 
through. It's tough, having to cover 
so much territory. I may never find 
a man who can do it. But Caflin 
stays—that's for certain. And I'm 
bound to keep trying new shortstops, 
long as we have any chance for that 
pennant." ; 

Vic gulped, fighting the ball of 
cotton that was wedged in his throat. 
"It's not fair, Mr. Daly." He was 
wondering what sort of a welcome 
home he would get, if he flopped 
tomorrow. "I—" 

"I agree with you,’ Buck Daly 
said, and his thin shoulders drooped. 
He looked years older, in this mo- 
ment. "It's the rottenest kind of a 
break for a rookie to get, on his first 
big league tryout. But my hands are 
tied, son. I simply don't have any 
choice in the matter. Let's hope you 
can turn the trick against those 
Lions tomorrow." 


IC DIDN'T completely under- 

stand the  manager's frankly 
sympathetic attitude toward him un- 
til the next day, at game time. There 
was a strange face on the Titan 
bench, a towheaded rookie fresh up 
from Richmond. His name was Ren 
Foster. He played, Vic learned fi- 
nally, shortstop. 

Buck Daly looked sheepish when 
Vic shot a questioning glance at him. 
“Charlie Day sent him up here, Ed- 
wards. He's got a standing order to 
scout for hot shortstops. You'll still 
get your fair chance out there today. 
Prove you can take care of that ter- 
ritory, and Foster goes back; that's 
a promise, But there's no harm in 
having a man on tap to replace you, 
this late in the season." 

To replace you. Vic hated the 
sound of that. He had visions of go- 
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ing back to the mines, grubbing a 
sorry existence out of the black 
bowels of the earth, and he didn’t 
like it. It bothered him, out there, 

In the first, he was slow getting 
started on a grounder that cut be- 
tween second and third. He muffed it, 
the runner was safe, and the crowd 
started yapping at Bucky to “Take 
that punk rookie outta there, Daly. 
He runs like molasses.” 

It burned Vic up. They didn’t 
know, of course, that Sam Caflin 
couldn’t go fast to his right, and that 
Vic had to cover both his own spot 
and part of Sam’s also. All they knew 
was that he was bobbling balls, and 
after the time-honored fashion of ball 
fans everywhere, they were after his 
scalp. 

He began finally to perceive the 
utter hopelessness of his situation. 

He went to the plate, in the Titan 
half, and whiffed miserably, com- 
pounding the grandstand’s thirst for 
vengeance against him. They hated 
him now, knowing so little of what 
he was up against, and he could un- 
derstand it. He had always fancied 
himself at the plate, but a dark mood 
gripped him. He could not fight his 
way through it. 

In the third, he whiffed at the 
plate again. There were no runners 
on; it was not a clutch, but the cat- 
calls made a deafening thunder in 
his eardrums. 

He had experienced some of the 
toughest crowds in the game, back at 
Scranton, but never had he heard 
himself cussed out with such awe- 
some volume, with so many thou- 
sands of voices blending in a chorus 
of vituperation. His sensitive soul 
shrivelled before the avalanche of 
hatred. 

He went out for the fourth and 
muffed two easy ground balls in suc- 
cession, allowing the batters to win 
a brace of scratch singles. By that 
time, he had just about reached rock 
bottom. 

Then Purdy, the Lion’s home run 
king, stepped up to the plate and 
blasted a beauty into the bleachers 
at center, for a three-run clean-up of 
the bases. Vic hung his head, and 
wondered if it wasn’t about time to 


start looking for a convenient exit. 
That mob in the grandstand was in a 
dangerous mood. They seemed to 
think he was a Judas or something, 
that he’d muffed those two grounders 
on purpose. 

In the dugout, Buck Daly’s face 
was stormy, but his voice was impas- 
sive. “Don’t let it get you, Edwards. 
Stay with it. You’re going to finish 
this ball game.” 

Vic just looked at him and didn’t 
answer. Buck Daly had promised him 
a last chance today, and meant him 
to have it. That much was plain. 


He went to the bench and sat down 
alengside of the kid from Richmond, 
the new shortstop, Ren Foster. 

Foster said slowly, “Looks like I 
picked a helluva job to understudy, 
hey, Edwards.” 

Vic didn’t have the heart to tell 
the kid what was in prospect for him. 
“I dunno. You may turn out to be 
the guy Bucky’s been lookin’ for, 
Foster.” 

The kid looked wistful. “Wish I 
had a whole season of playin’ behind 
me. I only had two months, down 
there with Richmond, and I’m still 
kind of rusty.” 

Vic said idly, “How come?” 

"I was away," the kid said. “Three 
years in the Army." 

Hovendon was out there at the 
platter. He poked one down toward 
third and ran like a rabbit. The Lion 
third sacker made his toss, and Ho- 
vey was out by a foot. 

Vic sighed, relaxing. "Army, hey? 
You and Sam Caflin oughta get your 
head's together. He put in some 
years with the Bulldog divis—whup, 
there goes Day! Look at that apple!" 


ETE DAY had nailed one. It 

was rising in a low, screaming 
arc over the first baseman's head. It 
kept on rising, coming down com- 
fortably at last in the right field 
bleachers. The crowd let loose a tor- 
rent of applause, though it was only 
one run. The score was 3-1 now, still 
favor the Lions. 

Vic was in the slot. He hefted 
three bats, watching McgGinnis face 
the Lion hurler, who looked plenty 
worried. But Mac whiffed, and that 
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was the end of the Titan rally, such 
as it was. 

It was 3-1 still when the Titans 
came up for the opening half of 
the ninth. Vic sat miserably on the 
bench, lower than a snake’s belly in 
his morale by now. He hadn’t hit 
one good ball, and he had continued 
to field like a high school player. He 
might as well be thinking of his 
speech when he got back to Scran- 
ton, he realized glumly. 

Caflin was up. He watched two 
strikes and three balls float past, 
then swung hard on the money of- 
fering. It went through the pocket 
between first and second, a clean sin- 

le. 

: The crowd found its voice, taking 
hope. Hovendon went out in an ex- 
pectant silence. He whiffed, -but his 
stay at the plate sent Caf down to 
second. 

Pete Day popped out to center 
field. Two away now. McGinnis was 
up, Pete on deck, and Caflin had 
swung over to third on the popout. 


McGinnis looked nervous. He 
failed to offer at a couple of wide 
ones. Vic watched weakly, hoping 
Mac would poke one, so Vic wo 
at least get another crack at the ap- 
ple. Vic heard a slight sound behind 
him. It was the kid from Richmond, 
Len Foster. He had moved to the rim 
of the dugout, away from the others. 

“Say, Edwards—” he seemed sort 
of excited “—did you say Caflin was 
with the Bulldog Division?” 

Vic frowned. He was thinking that 
if McGinnis got on, he’d be up there. 
He’d have a chance to make up for 
some boners. He was in no mood to 
talk about Caflin. "That's right, Fos- 
ter. What about it?” 

Foster slapped his pantsleg. “Caf- 
lin—I knew that name was familiar. 
Yeah, I—” He hesitated, his face go- 
ing suddenly scarlet, as if he sud- 
denly had realized he had spoken out 
of turn in bringing up such a subject 
at such a time. 

Vic was curious. "What's up, kid? 
What about him?" 

“Aw—it’s nothing. Nothing im- 
portant," said Foster. He moved to 
sit down, but Vic caught his sleeve 
and drew him close, where they could 


talk without being overheard, in tense 
low whispers. "Spill it, pal. Any- 
thing to do with Sam is important to 
me. Damn' important!" 

Foster fidgeted. Vic stared at him 
hard, and the kid finally spluttered, 
"Its not the kind of thing I like to 
pass on. Just one of those fool ru- 
mors, I guess. My cousin was with 
the Bulldog Division, and he told me 
about a guy named Caflin, an ex-ball 
player, who—uh—" 
Vic snapped. "Who 

"Well, the guy got his foot mashed 
under a truck, at the point of em- 
barkation, and never got overseas. 
There was some talk that he did it 
on purpose, but shucks—that couldn't 
be this guy." 

Vics head was spinning. He 
watched dazedly as McGinnis laid in- 
to one smartly and drove a Texas 
Leaguer neatly over the second base- 
man’s head, So that was Sam Caflin’s 
stupendous war record! The cheap 
phony had traded on his purely fic- 
titious war exploits to win a free 
ride with the Titans. And Lord, how 
they’d all fallen for it. Of all the 
cheap, lousy stunts. 

He’d been right about Sam Caflin 
the first time, Vic knew now. He’d 
sized Sam up for a braggart, a blow- 
hard. But he’d never thought Sam 
was this much of a liar! 


He stood at the plate, storming, 
waving the bat in angry half circles. 
He watched one sail past, high and 
outside, still raging. ihe next one 
looked grooved for him. 

He poured all of his pent-up dis- 
gust and anger into a fierce swing at 
the pellet. He knew from the smooth 
solid feel of the impact in his hands 
that he'd caught the bali fairly. 

Halfway down the line toward 
first, he quit running so hard. The 
crowd was swiftly going nuts, and 
the ball was settling neatly into the 
left field bleachers. 

Hovey and Mac and about half the 
team were waiting to thump his back 
as he crossed the plate. 4-3 now, fa- 
vor of the Titans. 

Buck Daly said, "It's a gift from 
the gods. Now let's get out there an' 
hold ’em!” 
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But Thouless was tired. He walked 
a man, steadied, and fanned a cou- 
ple. Then the Lions pulled an ace 
card, and sent Kirby, a tough pinch 
hitter up there. 


HERE wasn’t a sound in the 

whole great park as Art pitched 
to Kirby. Vic stood on wide legs, 
ready to dart to either side as the 
need evolved, still fuming with his 
hatred and infinite disgust for Sam 
Caflin. 

He was all out for numbér one 
now, he decided. The devil with Caf- 
lin! He had to cinch his own job with 
these Titans! 

Crack! 

Kirby had found one. It was com- 
ing on a line, stiaight toward Vic. He 
put his hands up, pivoted, ready to 
Si^ MJ. 
Caflin was slow getting over, Vic's 
gauging eye toiu inm Hi «ui insiant. 
He put his head down, running madly 
toward second. He tagged up a frac- 
tion ahead of the runner from first. 
As he ran he was cranking his whip 
for the toss to Pete Day. 

He had to twist his whole upper 
body to make that toss. He almost 
wrenched his fin loose from his 
sheulder, but he made that snap, and 
then stopped cold, watching prayer- 
fully. 

It was not on a line. But Pete Day 
could stretch, when it was necessary. 
He went down in the dust and picked 
the pil up just as the runner 
slammed over the sack. The base um- 
pire jerked his thumb, and you never 
heard such a roar from the crowd as 
greeted the gesture. There was the 
game, 4-3, Titan's favor! 


[IE k 


."This" Buck Daly was saying 
coldly, "is about the rottenest thing 


thing I've heard in a month of Sun- 
days. You're through, Caflin. If I 
had my way, you'd be thrown out of 
baseball. You can pack your things. 
Foster can hold down your spot, till 
we get somebody." 

“Aw—” Sam Caflin started. 

“Save it!” stormed Daly. “You 
came up here with your lies, and 
your whining complaints, and be- 
cause we felt we owed you some- 
thing more than just anybody, we 
carried your dead weight through a 
tough pennant battle. You—a battle- 
scarred veteran! And now it comes 
out you had a foot run over, just be- 
fore you were slated to go overseas 
—which seems pretty queer, in my 
personal opinion—and you never 
even got out of this country.” 

“Can I help it if£—" 

"Its the lies I'm not forgetting," 
the manager said with  disgust. 
“That—and the cold-blooded way 
you decided to let the kid here car- 
ry you. Yes, and the others before 
him. Only this chance meant more 
to Edwards. He proved up today, 
when he pulled off that double, with 
no help from yeu. I’m glad we found 
out the truth when we did, before—” 

Vic said huskily, "Then—does that 
mean—I'm sticking, Mr. Daly?" 

"Darn' tootin!” the manager 
grinned. “And you can call me Buck, 
kid, like the others. Hey, where you 
goin’?” 

Vic paused in the doorway. His 
heart was pounding with fierce ex- 
citement and pride, and he couldn’t 
control the gyrations of his Adam’s 
Apple. 

“Gonna phone the folks,” he said 
happily, “back in Scranten. Gonna 
tell 'em from now on our troubles 
are over!” 


THE END 


There's A 


a 


Place for 


Razzle - Dazzle 
By LEE FLOREN 


"It's formula, lad; nothing new. 


dried as two-and-two makes four. 


HE END AND tackle stripped 
the interference, and big Ed 
Sheli blecked the ball-carrier 
,out, spilling the husky Western 
halfback hard across the grass. The 
ref’s whistle blew and beyond that 
sharp sound Ed heard the roar in 
the stands. The ref placed the hog- 
hide on State’s five and the State 
red and black huddled, with Ed rap- 
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Just the old stuff, cut and 
But it wins." 


ping out instructions. State had fi- 
nally held for downs, after Western 
had driven sixty-five yards. 

The red and black snapped into 
position, with Ed holding down the 
T spot, behind huge Tiny Smith, the 
center, First and ten on their own 
five yard line. Ten minutes to go, 
with Western leading, 6-0. A sen- 
sible quarter-back would have called 
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a punt, but Ed sent Halfback Jimmy 
Hurtz around left end. 

Hurtz traversed the width of the 
field, the stands howling, but he 
made only two yards. They huddled 
again and Tiny Smith growled, 
“Punt, damn it, punt,” and wiped the 
sweat from his forehead. 


“You can’t win a game punting,”. 


growled Ed. “On our seven yard 

line,” growled Tiny Smith. “Second 

down coming up. He saw a pro game, 

I guess. Wide-open, with plenty of 

laterals. What'll it be now, Ed?” 
“A lateral,” said Ed. “74.” 


Tiny looked at him and muttered, 
"Lord, I'l bet coach’s blood pres- 
sure is up!" and went over the ball, 
toad-like in the brilliant fall sun- 
shine. Ed looked over the big man's 
rump. Western was spreading out, 
playing its ends wide. The ball was 
in his hands, then, with State's line 
moving ahead. Hurtz came in, took 
the faked play, hit right end. West- 
ern's end came in, running hard, and 
Hurtz lateraled to Martin. The big 
Western center, backing up the line 
on defense, dumped Martin for a 
loss of three. State came back, hud- 
dled. 

“Now what do you say, Ed?" asked 
Tiny. 

“A pass," said Ed. “64.” 

*"Our"own four,” said Willy Mar- 
tin. "Damn it, Ed, we oughta kick." 

"I'm running this team,” said Ed. 

He was down again, his hands be- 
tween Tiny's legs. The ball came, 
the lines clashed, and Ed was run- 
ning backwards, running into his 
own defense zone. Hurtz had snake- 
hipped off the tackle, and the spot 
was open. Western's safety-man had 
expected a punt and he came in, cov- 
ering Hurtz. But the Western man 
was too slow, and Ed laid the hog- 
hide out there, rifling it into Hurtz' 

Hp. . 
: Hurts was up high, stretched and 
colorful He had the ball, and Ed 
thought, Well, we made forty yards 
on that, and then he saw Hurtz lose 
his stride, and the ball rolled on the 
green grass. Hurtz trotted back, 
slapping his helmet against his 
thigh. 

Ed said, “Tough luck, fellow.” 


Tiny Smith said, “We kick now, 
huh, Ed.” 

Ed glanced at the clock at the end 
of the stadium and murmured, “Noth- 
ing else to do, Tiny.” Tiny was down 
then, his legs wide, the legs of the 
two guards hooked behind his. The 
Western safety-man was back, and 
Ed lifted the ball high in a long, 
clean spiral. The State ends were 
down, dumping the man in his 
tracks. 

Tiny Smith said, “You can’t do 
2x wildcat stuff and win football, 

"This game needs no thinking, 
then?" snapped Ed. 

Tiny was a senior, and he spoke to 
a soph with tired knowledge. "You 
run this by plays. It's like mathe- 
matics. It's formula." 

"I don't think so," retorted Ed. “I 
think there's room for brains in it." 

Tiny lifted his massive head. 
“Coach doesn’t seem to think so, 
Ed.” Ed looked and saw sub quarter- 
back Jack Darnell running toward 
the ref, adjusting his helmet. Ed 
trotted out and settled himself on 
the bench, the water-boy hanging his 
coat over him and giving him a drink. 

Ed spat the water out, settled 
down. 


OACH BLANTON was quiet, 

pulled into a small, dark ball. 
With three years behind him at 
State, he had only lost one game. 
That had been during his first sea- 
son, and State had fallen before 
Mountain Empire. Now, with four 
wins this season, it looked as though 
his red and black would lose again. 

“Western has a tough line,” said 
Ed. 

Coach Blanton shifted, grunted, 
“Not too tough. There are holes in 
it a quarterback should see.” 

Ed was silent. 

Western ran a flanker, butted over 
left tackle, using its power. Two and 
four to go, and State dugin. Tiny 
Smith, backing up the line, knocked 
out two Western interference men, 
and Hurtz blocked the ball-carrier, 
spilling him hard. Western kicked to 
Jack Darnell, who cat-walked to the 
fifty yard line. 
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Ed saw there was six minutes to 
go. Darnell called for time and the 
red and black squatted, talking it 
over. From then on, State used 
straight, orthodox football. They ran 
over guard, sending Hurtz ahead. 
Martin flanked left end, with good 
interference. They made their down 
in three plays with two yards to 
spare. 

Coach Blanton said, “Good foot- 
ball.” He glanced at Ed. 

Darnell was down again, shadowed 
by Tiny Smith. Hurtz took three 
over right guard, Martin gained two 
over center. 

“We need more than that,” said a 
sub. 
Quarterback Darnell stood and 
looked the Western line over, then 
settled down behind Tiny. Now he 
was traveling backwards, right arm 
cocked. Hurtz cut back, moved into 
the spot. The short pass rifled over 
center. Hurtz was downed imme- 
diately. 

Ed said, “They made it.” 

Coach Blanton grunted. 

Western called time. The stands 
were silent as players and spectators 
alike took a rest for tired nerves. 
The first half had been scoreless. 
Early in the third, Western had 
shoved across. Now it was State’s 
chance, or never. Play was called 
again, and State settled down. 

Regimentized football, thought Ed 
Shell. Not an ounce of brains in it. 
Stereotyped plays, old as the hills. 
But he had to admit they were work- 
ing. Darnell sent Hurtz over right 
tackle, mixed the next play and sent 
Hurtz over center. Hurtz was a work- 
horse and Darnell was using him. 

Yet Ed, seated on the bench, saw 
many mistakes in Darnell’s work. 
But they were mistakes in judgment, 
in determining—or seeing—the weak 
spots ‘in Western’s line. Darnell 
played close, air-tight football. Noth- 
ing spectacular. Darnell took no 
chances; he played by the book. 

Hurtz spun, broke loose. Martin 
took out the safety-man, and State 
scored. Ed listened to the groan of 
Western rooters and the wild riot of 
State supporters. Now Darnell held 
the ball and Tiny Smith was kick- 


ing. The hoghide split the uprights 
and State led, 7 to 6. 

The game ended with that score, 
with Western in the middle of the 
field, and State playing an air-tight 
defense. Tiny Smith trotted into the 
dressing-room with Ed. Tiny said, 
“Formula, my boy. Nothing new; old 
stuff. But it wins.” 

“No brains?” asked Ed, 
cynically. 

Tiny never got to answer. An 
alumnus slapped him so hard on the 
back the big center gulped. 

"That guy should be on this 
squad," the center finally said. 


almost 


HEY HAD aimost finished dress- 

ing when Coach Blanton came 
in. Ed was tying his shoes, the smell . 
of towels and hot water in his nos- 
trils. Blanton settled down, a small 
man with importance, and said, "All 
right, boys, find benches." 

They did. 

Blanton said, crisply, "We almost 
lost that; you took too many chances. 
Never pass inside your own twenty 
yard line. You knew that, didn't you, 
Ed?" 

Ed nodded slowly. "We had a lit- 
tle tough luck, coach. If Hurtz would 
have hung onto that, we’d both been 
heroes, not damn fools.” 

But he didn’t hold it.” 

The coach went on, picking out 
weak spots. 

Ed said, finally, “Don’t bawl out 
the rest of the boys for my mistakes,” 

Coach Blanton's head came up. 
"Ed, there's a place for brains in 
football, all right. But here is where 
itis: It is used in picking out the op- 
ponent's defects, his weak-spots. It's 
used in directing plays—an assort- 
ment of plays—over those defects. It 
isn't used in trying new, unorthodox 
plays." 

"Rote?" murmured Ed. 

Bianton pounded his fist into his 
palm. "You're majoring in philoso- 
phy, Ed. There, you can use imagina- 
tion, let your mind soar away. But 
football follows mathematics. Two 
and two make four, nothing else; 
that’s all, men.” 

Ed and Tiny Sniith walked to their 
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room together. Ed said, suddenly, “I 
don’t think he’s right, Tiny. I’m 
damned if I do! The unexpected is 
what counts.” 

“Why didn’t it work against West- 
ern?” 

“Blanton never gave me a chance. 
I ran a few plays; they fizzled. The 
law of the averages holds that there’ll 
be some bum plays. But if I could 
have run thirty unexpected plays—" 

"We'd have lost the game," fin- 
ished Tiny. 

Ed said, “I think I'll turn in my 
suit." 

Tiny's small eyes were lazy. "Ed, 
don't talk like a damn fool. Blanton's 
tough, but he’s unbiased. Play 
straight football, fellow, and we'll 
win. 


HEY PLAYED Santa Ynez 

State the next Saturday. Sport 
writers, basing their predictions on 
the State-Western game, picked San- 
ta Ynez. Ed hunkered behind big 
Tiny Smith, calling his signals. San- 
ta Ynez outweighed them on the 
line, but State outcharged them. And 
therein lay the margin of victory. 


Yet Ed's heart wasn't in his work. 
This was straight football, rote foot- 
ball. Huddle, call your play. Over 
tackle, over guard, around end. May- 
be a spot pass or two. Nothing spec- 
tacular, nothing out of the ordinary. 
No long, clean passes, hanging across 
the blue afternoon, with a receiver 
going high, flanked by two opposing 
backs. None of that. 

Even the stands sensed it. The 
spectators settled down, wrapped in 
wool and fur, for the wind was chil- 
ly. Early in the first, State ran Hurtz 
over from the thirty-four, the half- 
back cat-walking the white line to 
score. Ed packed it over from the 
two in the second, and Tiny Smith 
picked up a fumble, awkwardly tra- 
versing the fifteen yards to pay 
dirt. The half ended with State lead- 
ing, 21 to 0. 

Santa Ynez showed a spark of life 
in the third, pushing fifty-four yards 
to collect six. Tiny Smith blocked 
the punt and the fourth stanza start- 
ed with State still leading, 21 to 6. 
Ed took the punton his own twenty- 
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seven and returned it some twenty 
yards, when a Santa Ynez man 
dumped him. 

They trotted back to the huddle. 

"You should've gotten him, Tiny," 
grumbled Ed. 

Tiny snorted. 

Ed called his play and the red and 
black rolled into position. Ed was 
down, calling his signals, and Hurtz 
came in, taking the ball. He made 
seven over tackle and they huddled 
again, 

“We got their number,” said Hurtz. 
“Their line has lost its power.” 

They went down again, with Mar- 
tin cuddling the sphere. They were 
playing without inspiration, they 
were playing with ennui. Ed made 
good use of his philosophy and psy- 
chology. They were against a weaker 
opponent than Western had been, 
true. That kept them from reaching 
a high, fighting edge. But the main 
reason they were so listless wav tnat 
the game was so unexciting. 


“Over and over again,” muttered 
Tiny Smith. 

Ed was glad when the entire 
second team trotted out. Coach 
Blanton lifted his eyes and said, 
“Good handling, Ed,” and Ed knew 
that Blanton wanted the rest of the 
team to hear his praise. 

“Formula football,” said Ed, spit- 
ting water. 

Blanton nodded. “But it pays off.” 

Ed watched Jack Darnell send his 
plays. Blanton had coached Darnell 
from the bench, and Ed saw that Dar- 
nell used the same set of plays that 
he had used. He had played the game 
right, according to Blanton. But Ed 
wondered what the score -would have 
been had they met a fast, scrappy 
team instead of a squad of slow be- 
moths. 

The gun sounded. State, 27; Santa 
Ynez, 6. 

Tiny said, tying his shoe, “Well, 
that one’s behind us,” and his eyes 
were quick on Ed. Ed murmured, 
“Now there’s only Willowbrook and 
then Mountain Empire.” 

“Willowbrook took Western,” said 
Coach Blanton. “Two touchdowns, 
this afternoon.” He was spreading 
words of praise with words of criti- 
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cism. He squatted, looked at Ed and 
Tiny. 

“Save mine,” said Ed. 

Blanton’s lips hardened. 

Ed said huskily, “Sure power foot- 
bal is all right...when you're 
against a slow, heavy team. But wait 
until we meet something fast like 
Mountain Empire. They have speed 
and weight. 

“You still think along razzle-dazzle 
lines?” demanded Blanton. 

Ed nodded. “Razzle-dazzle, with 
some brains.” 

Blanton got to his feet. “Some- 
times it works. Most of the time it 
doesn’t. Don’t try it, Ed.” 

Ed had no answer. 

They went out into the raw, cold 
wind. Tiny said, "Ed, you ask for 
trouble. Blanton didn't like that. 
Youre a good quarterback. Look, 
you're only a soph. How many soph 
regular quarterbacks had State had?" 

"I don't know, and don't care. 
Blanton's a traditionalist. He be- 
lieves in the only things he knows, 
the old things. Ritual. That old stuff 
has its place, sure. But football 
changes, even though some coaches 
don't. Watch the pros play it.” 

“But the pros aren't college." 

"College needs their stuff" Ed 
looked at his room-mate. "All right, 
we-meet Willowbrook next Saturday. 
They’re tough—they clipped West- 
ern, and Western almost tagged us 
for a loss. We'll be two power teams 
and we should have the most power, 
therefore we should win. But what 
about Mountain Empire?" 

"Empire has speed," Tiny admit- 


ed. 

"Itl be speed against power. 
Power should win, but speed is un- 
orthodox. And how can our squad 
build a defense against any thing but 
rote plays? We're like the German 
privates. We can’t think for our- 
selves. The German officers did the 
thinking; therefore, the privates 
couldn’t think; they didn’t know 
how. Well, our team is almost that 
bad. Blanton thinks for us!” 

Tiny’s huge face was serious. 


OWER clashed with power on 
the next Saturday. High after 


toppling Western, Willowbrook un- ° 


leashed raw, crushing power. Power 
through the tackles, around ends, 
through center. A powerful line that 
played rote football and a heavy 
backfield that played by formula. 
And State met them, pound for 
pound, with power. 

The stands sat, for the post part, 
almost silent. 

Again, Hurtz and Martin carried 
the pigskin. "They smashed over 
tackles, they beat their way over 
guards and the center, they ran the 
ends. For two tough quarters, the 
play see-sawd back and forth, with 
cleats grinding out the fifty yard 
marker. And when the gun ended the 
first half, State trotted into its dress- 
ing-rooms, with the score knotted at 
two big zeros. Nothing to nothing. 

They draped themselves on the 
floor, with Coach Blanton in the 
center. He talked forcefully, con- 
vincingly, pointing out weak holes, 
both in Willowbrook and themselves. 
This was old to Ed Shell, for he had 
seen them, out there on the field. But 
he listened carefully, gaining some 
new pointers. 

“What do you say, Ed?” asked 
Blanton. 

Ed spoke carefully. “We ought to 
loosen up, Coach. Put some razzle- 
dazzle into it. Spring some unortho- 
dox stuff, not the same old power 
plays and spot passes. They're heavy, 
but they're slow." 

“Play straight ball," growled Blan- 
ton. 

Ed shrugged. 

Willowbrook pushed to their two 
yard marker early in the third, and 
Ed kicked out of danger. The State 
end dumped the Willowbrook safety 
man and the ball squirted out of his 
grip. Tiny Smith was on it, the 
teams piling up. When the ref un- 
sorted the mess, it was State's ball, 
first and ten, on Willowbrook's thir- 
ty-five. 

"Our break," said Hurtz, slapping 
Tiny's wide back. 

They put Hurtz twice into the 
line, and he lost two yards. They 
huddled and Ed said, "A pass, and a 
prayer. Hurtz and Martin down; you 
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des ends, too. Tiny, block for me on 
this." 

“Coach,” said Tiny. “He won't like 
this." 

Ed had the ball, fading. Martin 
was down on the ten, cutting in. He 
rifled the hoghide, and it planked in- 
to Martin's guts. He held it and then 
stumbled, dropping it. Ed looked at 
Blanton. 

Blanton was looking at the ground, 
and Ed saw his disgust. 

The ref brought the ball back. 
Fourth down and twelve to go. Jack 
Darnell came out running out, ty- 
ing helmet cord, and Ed trotted out, 
listening to the dull sound of the 
stands. : 

He said, “What’s wrong, Blanton?” 

"Fourth down," said Blanton cold- 
ly. “I didn't know what you'd do, Ed. 
You might not kick." 

"We're on their thirty-three," 
growled Ed. 

Bianton was silent. 

Darnell kicked out on the six. 
Willowbrook followed the old pat- 
tern, kicking on first. Darnell took 
the punt on Willowbrook's forty, 
running it to the twenty-nine. He 
was dumped hard. 

The ball was on the south side of 
the field. Darnell ran two plays to 
the right—wide, hard plays that 
netted a yard a piece. With third 
coming up, Darnell had the ball in 
front of the uprights on Willow- 
brook's twenty-seven. 

Blanton said, "He'll kick now." 

Hurtz was on ene knee, and Dar- 
nell stepped back. Tiny Smith sent 
the sphere back, Hurtz placed it, and 
Darnell’s toe found it solidly. Ed 
watched the ball lift and split the 
uprights. Back of him, Willowbrook 
partisans groaned, their sorrow be- 
ing drowned in State's roar of ap- 
proval. 

Blanton said, “That should be it, 
Ed." 

And that was it. The powder hung 
in the air, and State left the green 
grass, victor by virtue of a place- 
kick, three to nothing. They dressed 
and were rather silent, for the nar- 
rowness of their victory left them a 
little stunned. What would they do 


against mighty Mountain Empire 
next Saturday? 

Tiny said, “We won that on 
straight football, Ed." 

Ed spoke quickly. "We'd have had 
a touchdown, if I'd had my way. 
Blanton's even getting afraid of a 
pass." 

"Back on the same subject," mut- 
tered Tiny. 


LANTON drove them hard dur- 
ing the next week. But still, 
they were listless, with little if any 
lift Blanton drilled them on funda- 
mentals, going over the Willowbrook 
game to show them their weaknesses. 
They had a long, hard scrirhmage 
Thursday night. The first squad 
bogged down, and Ed called a razzle- 
dazzle play. Martin lateralled to 
Hurtz, who shot the skin to Wee 
Willie Jones, the left end. Jones 
fumbled and the second squad re- 
covered. Blanton blew the whistle. 
“Ed Shell. play second-string 
quarter. Darnell, come over and quar- 
terback the first team.” 
Darnell smiled. “With pleasure.” 


Tiny Smith looked long at Ed and 
said, “Don’t you know any better... 
by now?” and winked. Blanton didn’t 
see the center’s crass, humorous eye- 
closing. 

Ed settled behind Johnson, second- 
string pivot man. He felt angry, a 
little disgusted. They see-sawed back 
and forth, with neither team having 
much spunk. It was dark when they 
turned in, and Blanton was scowling 
deeply. 

“Let him scowl,” growled Ed. 

They had calisthenics the next eve- 
ning, and Ed turned in early. Tiny 
Smith snored across in his bunk, his 
massive body covered by blankets. 
The student-body was having a rally, 
but Ed didn’t care to attend. As he 
told Tiny, Jack Darnell would prob- 
ably start the game; let him make.a 
speech. 

The rain started toward morning. 

It rained all forenoon. By noon, 
the sky was gray, with intermittent 
showers. The weather forecasts pre- 
dicted more rain. By starting time, 
the grass was wet, limp, and they had 
mud-cleats screwed on their shoes. 
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Blanton was nervous, alert. He paced 
the room, talking to this man, now 
this. He read the starting lineups 
and Jack Darnell took the quarter- 
back post. 

The rain was pelting down, sweep- 
ing across the grass. Umbrellas 
sprouted out in the stands. Mountain 


Empire came out, white and orange, 


and ran through its plays. 


After the first play, Empire's uni- 
forms were dark with mud. Darnell 
took the kick, spearing it out of the 
rain, and went twenty yards, land- 
ing on State's thirty eight. Ed 
watched, rain dripping from his 
hood. : 

Darnell called a power play over 
right tackle. Empire pulled out the 
interference and when the ref untan- 
gled them Hurtz had lost one. Dar- 
nell sent Martin around right end, 
and Martin gained it back. Hurtz hit 
the left guard and was stopped cold. 
Empire had a fast, tough line. 

Darnell booted. Empire got it on 
their forty and went to State's forty- 
six. Hurtz dumped the ball-carrier 
savagely. Tiny Smith called defense 
signals. Darnell fell to the safety 
spot. Empire slashed through tackle 
for four. Empire made three more 
on an end run. State picked up a 
fumble. 

Ed saw that the mud curtailed Em- 
pire's speed. Tiny Smith glanced at 
Ed on the bench, rain on his beefy 
jowls. When the quarter ended State 
had the ball on the midway marker, 
nothing to nothing. 

Empire's line was out-charging 
State's. The backfields, though, were 
about even in power and speed. But 
Empire was playing formula football. 
The spectators had settled down, 
waiting for Empire to turn loose 
some razzle-dazzle. Ed knew that if 
Empire did that, State was doomed. 
State clung to straight, power foot- 
ball. : 

Empire passed twice in the second 
stanza, both incomplete. When the 
teams slopped off the gridiron at the 
end of the half two big goose-eggs 
stood on the rain-washed scoreboard. 
Ed walked to the dressing-room with 
the other subs. 

State's team was tired, dead. No 


pickup, no joking. Ed knew that was 
a bad sign. He knew, too, that if 
Mountain Empire opened up—if the 
team went to razzle-dazzle, to later- 
als, to cróss-bucks—the next half 
would see State defeated. The mud, 
and Empire's reluctance to open up, 
had saved State so far. 

Blanton gave his talk. 

Darnell sat, looking at the floor. 
Tiny Smith shifted as he lay on a 
bench, grunting a little. They were 
going out, then, cleats grinding on 
concrete. Ed glanced up at the crowd, 
took his seat on the bench. 


ARNELL took the kick, ran it 
back a short ways, then was 
dumped. 

Hurtz hit the line. Ed saw the 
savage block, saw Hurtz fumble. 
Mountain Empire’s guard was on it, 
and it was Mountain Empire’s ball 
on State’s twenty-four. In four plays 
—gruelling, terrible power-plays— 
Mountain Empire scored. Tiny Smith 
rushed the kicker, and sent the place- 
ment wide. 

Mountain Empire led, six to noth- 
ing. And the guests still led by that 
score at the end of the third. 

Blanton walked back and forth, ob- 
livious of the rain. In the fourth, 
Darnell fumbled again, and Blanton 
grabbed Ed’s shoulder. “Go out there, 
son.” 

Ed got to his feet. 

Blanton whispered. “Straight foot- 
ball, nothing fancy.” 

Ed ran out then. Darnell came trot- 
ting by, said, “Good luck, Eddie,” 
and Ed nodded. Tiny Smith wiped . 
his huge jaw. “Hello, honor student.” 

Hurtz said, "Let's go, Ed!" and he 
was brittle. 

They huddled, and Ed sent Hurtz 
into the line. The big half smacked 
hard, made one. Martin went around 
end, lost two. Blocking was good and 
the line was tough, but Mountain 
Empire was too fast, too deadly. 

Ed said, “Lateral the damn thing.” 

He settled behind Tiny Smith. The 
ball came, and he flipped it to Hurtz, 
who took it behind right end. The 
Mountain Empire tackle came in, 
and Hurtz lateralled to Martin, who 
fumbled. A Mountain Empire man 
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recovered, started to run, and State’s 
right tackle dumped him. 

"Didn't work," said Tiny. 

Mountain Empire’s ball on State's 
thirty. Darnell came out, adjusting 
his helmet. Ed said, “Get to hell out 
of here." 

“Blanton says—” 

“Get out,” said Ed. i 

The ref said, “One of you have to 
leave.” 

Darnell turned, trotted off. 

Still, Mountain Empire stuck to 
power ball, State held on its own 
fifteen. They took possession at that 
pens muddy, tired, battered. With 

d smiling, a little too crooked. 

"What now, glamous puss?" asked 
Tiny. ; 

“Pass, over center.” Ed added, “Or 
to any eligible man.” 

“The old man,” 
"He'll go nuts!” 
ao spoke. “We gotta flip it, 

They faked the play, with Martin 
hitting the line empty-handed. Ed 
rifled it out to Hurtz, who held. The 
play ended with State’s ball on their 
own forty. 

Tiny said, “Twenty five yards, if 
I can add.” 

“Did you see the old man?” Mar- 
tin was smiling. “He jumped higher 
than Hurtz.” 

They were chuckling, laughing, as 
they huddled. Ed was down on one 
knee, talking quickly. Mountain Em- 
pire’s line was down, and Ed saw 
some of the linesmen were rather 
perplexed, judging from their looks. 

“We got them,” said Myers, the 
left guard, 


moaned Tiny. 


HEY RAN up to the line of 
scrimmage, with Ed whipping 
himself behind Tiny’s huge thigh. 
The crowd was quiet, and Ed looked 
up:at the thousands of faces, ob- 
scured by the rain. They shifted, 
Tiny moving over, and Mountain 
Empire's line moved with them. They 
had used this shift play before, but 
always they sent a man into Moun- 
tain Empire's line. 
Now Ed had the ball He moved 
back, handed it to Martin. Martin 
reserved, and a tackle hit him. Hurtz 
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was across the field, moving like a 
bullet through the rain. Martin 
flipped, the ball hung, and Hurtz had 
it. The safety-man came in, knocked 
him down on Mountain Empire's 
twenty. 

They were roaring up there now, 
the sound beating on Ed’s ear-drums. 
A peaceful, sleepy housecat had come 
to sudden, terrible life. He was claw- 
ing, snarling, and fighting. The 
crowd was stunned, and so was 
Mountain Empire. 

“That clock," said Hurtz. "It's go- 
ing fast, Ed." 

Mountain Empire called time out. 

Ed and his men squatted, talkin 
and chatting. Two minutes to go, an 
twenty yards. Mountain Empire sat 
and watched them, their quarter- 
back pouring it on. The ref whistled, 
they went up. 

Again Ed was behind big Tiny 
Smith. This time, Mountain Empire 
had its ends wide, expecting an end 
run, another razzle-dazzle play. But 
Ed sent big Hurtz into the line, and 
the battering, running-back smashed 
through to the fifteen. He was 
brought down there, grinning, the 
hoghide in his guts. 

Ed rapped signals. 

Hurtz took the ball, lateraled to 
Martin, who fumbled. Mountain Em- 
pire came in and recovered. Ed 
looked at the clock, his heart sink- 
ing. Ninety seconds to go, and Em- 
pire had the sphere. 

Mountain Empire broke out of its 
huddle, moved into position. Ed 
shifted with them, looking over the 
muddy, broad backs ef the linesmen. 
Straight power again, right over 
Tiny Smith, who stopped it for no 
gain. Ed blocked a runner out, dump- 
ing him angrily. The man got up, 
snarling. 

“Take it and smile,” growled Ed. 

Mountain Empire came up slowly, 
plainly stalling. Another power play, 
and Hurtz played the ball. There was 
a fumble and Tiny Smith had his 
carcass over it. Ed saw forty seconds 
left. 

They were cheering then, slapping 
each other, and Tiny Smith was 
grinning. Martin said, “Good work, 

(Continued on Page 86) 


Candidate 
For 


The 
Boneyard 


By CLIFF 
CAMPBELL 


It was bad enough 
being sold to another 
team the moment he 
started to show signs 
of age, Val Lachner 
thought; but what 
was worse was being 
thrown in with his 
oldtime rival now! 


6 OU’RE NOT so young any 
more.” 
The words ran like an 


echoing refrain, through Val Lach- 
ner’s mind as he threw himself to the 
right and behind the first base sack, 
stretched for tae inaccinate throw. 
He was irying to keep a toe hooked 
into the bag and thinking of that 
weak right knee as he did a split to 
reach for the ball You're not so 
young any more....The words ran 
through his head again. His family 
physician had used those words this 
last Winter when he'd gone to him 
for a checkup. And Tuck Chalmers, 
his old enemy, second baseman of the 
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Bulls, had said exactly the same thing 
the last time the two clubs had 
clashed. He'd said it as he put tbe 
ball on Val after the latter had 
punched out what seémed like a cer- 
tain double, then been cut down at 
second by a great throw-in. 

Now, Lachner stretched, strained, 
gathered in the almost wild throw a 
split second before the hitter came 
into the sack. It was the third out in 
the top of the ninth, making the Ma- 
roons the winners, 6-5. Big rangy 
Val trotted into the dugout. 

*Nice catch there, Val," said Mana- 
ger Chuck Fenstall. 

Val nodded; but he knew it was 
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the kind of a catch a first-class first 
sacker would make automatically, 
with no doubts in his own mind. The 
right knee felt a little shaky under 
him as he headed out past the stands 
for the clubhouse with the rest of 
the team, and his throat was slightly 
sore. He wondered if he were going 


to have that tonsil trouble again. 


Then some of the fans were booing 
him as he passed the bleachers. It 
was for failing to put the game on 
ice in the eighth when he came up 
with two down and the sacks popu- 
lated. He had driven a rival out- 
fielder against the wall for his drive. 
But he knew that in the old days, 
when he was a well man, he’d have 
put that ball into the stands or else 
slashed it so hard no outfielder would 
have had a chance to race under it. 


Showering in the clubhouse, he 
thought about that. It was strange to 
be old at twenty seven. He was six 
one with long flat muscles and a 
hard narrow-hipped body stemmed on 
long legs. But he had come up into 
the majors as a substitute first sack- 
er at eighteen. Then there had been 
the war, a three-year hiatus when he 
had played practically no ball. And 
added to that, an automobile accident 
last year when he’d injured his right 
kneecap. This season, it seemed he’d 
lost some of his old speed. That 
right leg seemed to feel any undue 
strain; he was always worrying about 
it. And finally— recurring tonsil 
trouble. Twice after those attacks, 
his throwing shoulder, his left one, 
had stiffened up on him. Birdsall, the 
eager though inexperienced rookie, 
had taken over at first on those two 
occasions; and the kid had done a 
job, Val had had to admit to himself. 
He couldn’t bust the fences or EE 
out the long ball Val himself did 
when he got hold of one. But Bird- 
sall had speed to spare, had a trick 
of stretching a hit for an extra base. 
He was a comer; Val himself was 
going, was on the down trail. 

"Nice game today, Val" said Er- 
mont the pitcher as he came into the 
steamy atmosphere of the shower 
room. “That last catch was sweet.” 

Val's broad-jawed  flattish face 
creased in a smile. “I was all right, I 
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guess,” he admitted. But he knew he 
should have been better, that he had 
to try to hard to come up with plays 
like that last catch. 


E LATHERED HIS Florida- 

tanned body again, then began 
to increase the cold water in the 
shower. When he’d watched young 
Birdsall around first, he got that cold 
feeling inside. It was like watching 
the man who was going to shove you 
out, to give you that last push that 
started you on the trail down. He 
towelled himself, half slipped on a 
loose bar of soap, then moved ginger- 
ly toward the door. If that knee went 
out of kilter again, it might be the 
end. Some of the sports writers had 
begun to hint about his apparent brit- 
tleness. The club might hand him his 
unconditional release. After all, base- 
ball was a business from the stand- 
point of the magnates; and his salary 
was far in excess of the rookie Bird- 
sall's. 

He got dressed quickly, made a 
weak excuse when a couple of his 
teammates suggestcd stopping off for 
a few beers, got in the convertibie, 
and drove across town to the apart- 
ment on the river. Eileen met him at 
the door. She'd heard the broadcast 
of the contest. 


"The big boy played a nice game 
today," she said and kissed him. Then 
gave him another. There were always 
two when the Maroons won. It was 
a compact they had. “You look tired 
though," Eileen added. She was a 
tall, willowy ash blonde with long 
slim limbs and a pair of fine honest 
gray-green eyes. 

"I'm all right," Val said, forcing a 
grin. “But I should have come 
through with a hit there in the eighth. 
What've we got for dinner tonight?" 

Afterward, when he heard her busy 
out in the kitchen, he slipped into 
the bathroom and gargled some of 
that special stuff the doctor had giv- 
en him. He didn't want to worry Ei- 
leen. She was a good sport and took 
his problems on her own shoulders 
as if they were virtually her own. Be- 
sides, in about six more months there 
was going to be an addition to the 
Lachner family. After dinner, when 
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they had finished the dishes to- 
gether, he tried to be easy and jovial. 
Told her a story one of the sports re- 
porters had told him before the game 
that day. 

Eileen asked him if he’d like to see 
a movie. He shook his head. Maybe 
he ought to cut out movies altogether. 
Some of the oldtimers claimed the 
flicker of the screen didn't do a man's 
batting eye any good. Then conversa- 
tion lapsed in the living room of the 
apartment. Eileen went into the 
kitchen. When she came back she had 
a couple of tall icy lemonades. He 
was inordinately fond of them. 

“Thanks, kid," he said, staring out 
the window into the thickening twi- 


light. 

"Val..." Her voice was gentle yet 
knowing. “Stop worrying, please! 
Everything'l be all right. You're 


playing good ball." 


F POPPED out of him before he 
could stop himself. “Yeah, but for 
how much longer? When the Old 
Man, Nichols,” he said, naming the 
club owner, “once gets the idea a 
player is getting brittle, he unloads 
him fast. He figures to get something 
for him before his condition becomes 
too well known.” 

Eileen leaned over to hold the ta- 
ble light to his cigaret. “You’re a ma- 
jor leaguer, Val. What if you do go 
to another club?” 

His mouth worked. “It might be 
the minors, baby. The Old Man's been 
dickering for the Indianapolis out- 
fielder. And they want players on the 
deal, according to the talk." 

She sat down on the edge of his 
chair and took his big black-haired 
hand in both of hers. "You're a ma- 
jor leaguer, Val. Don't you ever for- 
get it. And don't let them! You can 
always refuse to report in a deal 
sending you to the minors." 

“A guy likes to earn a salary some- 
how," he said drily. 

“Don’t forget we've got the house 
out on the Island; and there's the 
sporting goods storé out there too. 
We'll always be all right, dear. And 
if things got tough temporarily, I 
can always go back to work." She'd 

een a private secretary before they 
were married. 


He squeezed her hands in grati- 
tude, but he had to freeze his face. 
He didn't want to give her the low- 
down on the sperting goods store. 
No sense worrying her more now 
that a baby was on the way. But a 
new owner had come into possession 
of the building that housed his store 
as well as three others; he had served 
notice there would be no renewal of 
the leases that were due to run out 
this fall. The new owner had a son- 
in-law with an automobile agency. He 
intended to move him into the place. 
And with the building shortage what 
it was, in that bustling Long Island 
town, there was no other decent loca- 
tion for the store. 

"Everything will be all right, 
honey. Don't worry so much," Ei- 
leen reassured him, "You've just had 
some tough breaks physically." 

"Sure, sure," he said. But he knew 
better. The three other store owners 
had gotten in contact with Val. But 
he lacked the cash, and he didn't 
want to borrow from a bank when he 
was unsure of his means of liveli- 
hood. When he was not certain this 
wouldn't be his final season in big 
league baseball. But he didn't want 
to tell Eileen that; she thought 
everything was all right about the 
store. 


HEY PLAYED some cut-throat 

two-handed bridge with two 
dummies for a while. Then the phone 
rang. That was about ten o'clock. It 
was Chuck  Fenstall the midget 
manager. He asked Val to drop down 
to his room at the hotel. Val figured 
this was it. Going downtown, Val 
thought about Tuck Chalmers. How 
Tuck would laugh when he heard 
the news. 

Once they had been friends. That 
was when they’d both been in the 
minors, back in the Three-I League. 
And then a girl had entered the pic- 
ture. Her name had been Helen or 
Hazel; Val wasn’t even sure which 
now. But they’d both been crazy 
about her. They had turned into ene- 
mies, started to feud over the matter. 
Things had become so bad the club 
had felt it necessary to trade one of 
them after a clubhouse outbreak, and 
Tuck Chalmers had been sent to an- 
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other club in the circuit. That was a 
blow to his pride for which he'd nev- 
er forgiven Val. In the very first 
game in which the two clubs had met 
after the trade, they had come te 
blows when Val had slid into second. 

The following year, both men had 
moved up to the International 
League. The feud had been continued 
every time their two clubs met. Tuck 
had gone on to the majors, to the 
Bulls. And Val had come up with 
the Crimsons. The feud had not be- 
come public; but when the two clubs 
met, Val knew Tuck was waiting for 
him, was waiting for a chance to give 
him the works if possible. And he 
himself, at first cool about the thing, 
had come to hate Tuck. If the oppor- 
tunity came, he knew he'd give him 
the works, but now— 


E GOT DOWN to the hotel and 

went up to the manager's suite. 
Fenstall was a little birdlike guy, 
bald, with a nice manner. He was an 
inveterate coffee drinker. He had a 
fresh pot from room service in front 
of him and poured Val a cup. Then 
he began to talk about the way the 
club was going. : 

Val Lachner said, “Let’s have it 
with the bark off, Chuck. And I’m 
telling you now, I won’t go down to 
the minors.” 

“Tt isn’t the minors, Val. But you 
have been sold.” Fenstall looked sad 
about it. “Val, we had to have an out- 
fielder. We had to get one. You un- 
derstand that. We got Finlay from 
the Bulls.” 

“The Bulls?” 

“Yeah, Val. The Bulls. We got Fin- 
lay and three thousand for you.” 
Fenstall took a sip of his coffee. “I 
didn’t want to make the deal, Val. 
You’ve always been my kind of ball 
player. But we had to have a hard- 
hitting outfielder. And they need a 
first sacker; Emery is getting old.” 

“All right, all right,” Val said im- 
patiently. 

“Look, Val, I still wouldn’t have 
made the deal if I hadn’t realized 
New York is a good spot for you. I 
got a promise from them you'll be 
the regular first baseman. And, after 
all, you got that home out on Long 


Island. So it should be a good set- 
up, Val" 

Val stood up. “Step crying, Chuck. 
You were always a good. guy to work 
under. I'm sorry to go. But I've been 
in baseball leng enough to know it's 
a business." He put out his hand. 

Fenstall shook. “Good luck, Val. I 
wanted to tell it to you personally 
first. The story will be released in 
the morning papers; they expect you 
to report in forty eight hours." 

Going down the elevator, big Val 
Lachner faced it. The Old Man, the 
owner, was unleading him because 
he figured he was getting brittle, 
that he was about washed up.... 


E AND EILEEN drove to New 

York. Val had little to say dur- 
ing the trip. He was doing too much 
thinking. Ít wasn't nice to realize 
that people figured you were washed 
up. And it was going to be an odd 
feeling to be on the same club with 
Tuck Chalmers, the second baseman 
of the Bulls. 

He recalled some of the hints he'd 
seen in newspapers stories out of 
New York about how Tuck was 
slowing up. They implied he 
couldn’t cover the ground he used to. 
Val wondered. He'd been honest 
enough to admit to himself that Tuck 
had always been one slick second 
sacker. 

*Don't worry, please, Val," Eileen 
said again as they drew into New 
York the following morning. “Per- 
haps the change will do you good." 

He turned the car over to her to 
drive out to the Island and open up 
the house, took the subway up to the 
Bulls’ stadium. When he walked into 
the clubhouse with his bag and his 
special bats strapped to the side of 
it, Mulroy, the thickset husky Bull 
manager, was in the doorway of his 
office. He came forward, hand out- 
stretched, a big grin on his beefy 
red face. 

*Glad to have you with us, Lach- 
ner," he said cordially “We can use 
those bats of yours, You're my first 
baseman, if you haven't guessed it." 

Val thanked him. They talked a 
few minutes. Then the locker room 
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man showed him his locker. Val had 
a few words with Harmon, veteran 
backstop of the club, and a couple of 
other regulars. They all seemed glad 
to see him. But he was thinking of 
that newspaper story he had stuck in 
the pocket of his sports jacket, the 
story that talked about the trade and 
called him a stopgap. It asserted that 
the Bulls had bought him as a box of- 
fice name to placate their fan fol- 
lowing, predicted he'd be kept in 
there as long as he could hit, then 
be supplanted by a rookie the club 
had when they finally decided to 
build for next year. 

He was given a monkey suit with 
the number 21. He began to strip 
down. Then a man walked in from 
the other end of the locker tier, 
stopped at a locker four down from 
his, gave him a crooked grin. 

“Hello, you has-been! This club 
sure is going to hell now, pal!” It 
was Tuck Chalmers. He was almost 
as tall as Val but gangling and loose- 
limbed, a long-jawed freckle-faced 
guy with bleak gray eyes. Chalmers 
was also an expert boxer from his 
college days, a man who could take 
caré of himself with anybody on the 
field. 

Val fed it right back to him. “Hel- 
lo, busher,” he fired back. “Didn’t ex- 
pect to see you here. When I was 
traded, they told me they were going 
to get a real second sacker!” 

Chalmers’ gray eyes became icy. 
“You bum, when this club took you 
on, they as good as conceded the 
flag!” 

And Val knew the old feud was 
still on. He went out for the pre- 
game drill. They were meeting the 
Nationals that afternoon. Val felt a 
little strange in the white red-striped 
uniform with the red bull insignia on 
the shirt below the lettering. In bat- 
ting practise, he rode one into the 
right field stands and they were none 
too close in that park. 

“You must’ve had your eyes shut 
when you swung on that one,” a voice 
said. It was Chalmers over beside the 
batting cage. 


HEN HE came back into the 
clubhouse, Eileen called. She 


said everything was all right out at 
the house and that the store looked 
fine. She said she’d drive back to 
town for his first game with the 
Bulls but that she probably wouldn’t 
get there till around the third inning. 
Val felt better after talking with her. 
She was a great kid. She gave him 
confidence. Then, almost before he 
knew it, he was out there at first for 
his new club. The umpire in chief 
behind the plate was calling, “Play 
ball!”, and big Fulsom, on the hill 
for the Bulls, was throwing the first 
one in. 

It was a ball. Then the leadoff hit- 
ter slashed one up to first, a high 
twisting foul. Val back-tracked and 
cut over toward the stands as he fol- 
lowed it. He got over against the 
railing of a. first-base box and 
stretched and thought he had it. But 
somehow the ball eeled out of his 
mitt, giving the hitter another life. 
Fulsom lost him, putting him on via 
a walk. The next man flied to Rub- 
bler at short. But the Number Three 
hitter pushed a single into center, 
putting the runner on third. And he 
scored with the first run as the clean- 
up man pumped out a long fly. 

"Nice work, Lachner," gibed Tuck 
Chalmers from second as the run 
crossed. "Who did you bribe to keep 
out of the minors, huh?" 


Val glared up the baseline and 
swore silently at him. He was going 
to have trouble with Chalmers, he 
could see. He felt the flush of anger 
stain his face. Then, on the hit and 
run, the next man smashed a grass 
cutter to deep short. Rubbler came 
up with it on a nice play. The only 
play was to first, and bis hurried 
throw was low. But Val stretched 
and made a nice scooping play for 
the second out. He surprised him- 
self at the way he made it. Then he 
realized he'd been out to show 
Chalmers. 

The following hitter lined a low 
line drive foul up outside the first 
baseline. Val cut over and half dived 
and gloved it on the fly for the third 
out. But there was practically no ap- 
plause as he came off the field. The 
fans were still remembering that 
error of his that had let in the run. 
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“Nice catch, Lachner,” Bus Mulroy 
said as he stepped down into the dug- 
out. 


AL WAS GRATEFUL to the 
manager for the words, but he 
was doubly nervous now. He was bat- 


ting in the Number Three spot be- 


hind Tuck Chalmers, and the Bulls 
had bought him for his power with 
the stick. Rubbler, at leadoff, failed 
to beat out an infield roller. Chalmers 
slapped one over second for a single. 


“Try to move me around some, fel- 
la,” he called down from first as the 
rangy Val stepped in there. The 
mockery behind his words was ob- 
vious to the first sacker. 

Val took one for a strike, took a 
ball, then fouled one into the back 
screen. This particular National 
hurler had always been tough on him. 
But he was grimly determined to get 
a hit. There was another ball, a foul 
into the stands behind first. Then he 
measured a let-up curve, timed him- 
self, and slammed it deep into the 
right field, being a left-handed hit- 
ter. The speed boy in right for the 
Nationals went over toward the foul 
line and then back and back. Val tore 
into first, made the turn, and headed 
for second, confident he’d bashed out 
an extra base hit. And halfway down 
to second he had to pull up to avoid 
a collision with Chalmers who wait- 
ed as he watched the outfielder. Val 
cursed him and yapped at him to run. 

But Chalmers took a couple of 
more steps and waited. Out in right, 
the fielder backed up against the 


wall, leaped, made a stab. He got his. 


glove on it, seemed to have it, but 
couldn't hold it. Chalmers ran then 
as the outfielder scooped up the ball 
at his feet. And big Val tore after 
him. Chalmers rounded second. Then 
he looked over his shoulder and saw 
that throw coming into the infield, 
coming in like a bullet, low and true. 
He scampered back for second. And 
Val had to get off it, retreat toward 
first. 

The National second baseman took 
the peg and whipped it back to first. 
And Val Lachner wàs caught in a 
rundown. He headed back for second. 


Chalmers moved off a few feet. But 
they concentrated on Val and finally 
pinched him in and the rival first 
baseman tagged him off. The fans 
hooted and he walked off the field 
with a flaming face. He had banged 


a legitimate double and ended up an 


out. He wondered if Chalmers had 
done it purposely to make him look 
bad. The cleanup man whiffed to end 
the inning. Chalmers came into the 
dugout and Bus Mulroy gave them 
both hard-eyed glassy stares. You 
couldn’t tell who he was blaming it 
on. 


N THE THIRD, Val made a slick 

play on a hard ground ball that 
was almost in Tuck Chalmers’ terri- 
tory. But he failed at bat in that 
same frame, and failed to get a hit 
in the rest of the game though he did 
nail one on the nose in the seventh. 
But the National keystone man went 
up and made one of those lucky stabs 
of the drive, robbing him. And in the 
ninth, there was a hit through ` 
Chalmers to put one man on with the 
scored knotted up at 3-3. To Val, he 
looked slow on the play. Once, he 
knew, Tuck Chalmers would have 
scooped that ball. 

"You busher!" he yelled down at 
him, paying him back for his remark 
of the first inning. "Can't you get 
out of your own tracks?" He had the 
satisfaction of seeing his old enemy 
pale with anger. 

The Nationals moved the man to 
second on a sacrifice. There was a 
popup to Rubbler at short for the. 
second out. Rubbler was talking it 
up. But Fulsom on the hill was 
shaky. He missed the plate twice, 
then came in with a fat one. It was 
a low slash right through the center 
that caromed off one of the pitcher's 
Shinguards, twisting between first 
and second. Chalmers came over for 
it, but it almost got away from him. 
The runner on second was tearing up 
the pea patch, going all out with two 
down. Chaimers nabbed the ball but 
was badly off balance; the throw was 
wide, in the dirt. Big Val stretched 
and tried to come up with it for the 
third out, thought he had it; then he 
dropped the bad throw. The runner 
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from second score, with the tie- 
breaking run. 

"Throwing with your eyes shut?" 
he yelled down at Chalmers. 

"What's the matter, is your girdle 
cramping your style?" the belliger- 
ent second baseman came back. It 
was going to be war between them, a 
renewal of the old feud. 


The Bulls were unable to do any- ` 


thing in their half of the ninth, in- 
cluding Val who only managed to 
drive out a long fly.against the relief 
man on the hill. They lost the game. 
And a few minutes after he got into 
the clubhouse, Val learned the offi- 
cial scorer had credited him with an 
error on that low throw in the top of 
the ninth. 

"Keep your shirt on, Val, Har- 
mon the veteran catcher advised him. 
"That could have been ruled either 
way. It was en those playsa guy can 
make nine out of ten times. The 
tenth time—well, the only thing to 
do is forget it, chum." 

Val tried to. But when he ran into 
Tuck Chalmers in the shower room, 
he almost blew up. He called 
Chalmers a has-been who was taking 
money under false pretenses of be- 
ing a major league ball player. Said 
he'd lost his arm as well. Chalmers 
gave him that taunting crooked grin. 

*A guy on his way down the ladder 
always blames it on somebody else, 
doesn't he?" he said, pushing away 
Rubbler who tried to get in between 
them. “A guy's got to have an alibi, 
I guess, huh?" 

Val stuck out his jaw. "Yeah. And 
what's yours for clogging up the traf- 
fic on the baselines in the first in- 
ning, pal?" 

Chalmers laughed nastily. “That 
right fielder of the Nationals, they 
just brought him up from the Inter- 
national. I happened to-know he was 
fast as an antelope and had an arm 
like a cannon. Hell, I thought he was 
going to make the catch! He's capa- 
ble of it. When he was with Scran- 
ton, he was known as a second Terry 
Moore." 

"But he didn't make it, did he?" 
Val threw at him. Then Harmon and 
Fulsom the pitcher and one of the 
coaches got between them. But after- 
wards, Val admitted to himself, 


Chalmers could have been right on 
the play.... 


LITTLE LATER, he met Ei- 

leen in the parking lot with 
the car and they drove out to the Is- 
land. Eileen said he'd played a good 
game. That he should have had at 
least two more hits if the breaks 
hadn't gone against him. 

"Val, I have a strong hunch the 
change of scene is going to be just 
what you needed," she told him. 

He nodded and forced a smile. 
That right knee felt wobbly again, 
but he had to admit he hadn't thought 
about it during the game. 

It was goed to get out to the 
South Shore town where the cottage 
was. After dinner, he dropped in at 
the sporting goods store he had a 
manager running for him. The real 
business would develop in the off 
season when he would be there in 
person, when folks would drop in to 
meet him as a baseball celebrity. But 
unless he was able to do something, 
he wouldn't be at that spot to do busi- 
ness. He talked to two of the other 
merchants in the building who want- 
ed to buy the place asa group to pro- 
tect their investment in their busi- 
nesses. But he had to stall them off 
when they asked if he meant to go in 
with them on the purchase of the 
building. As a fading ball player, a 
so-called brittle guy, his credit 
wouldn't be any too good. And, any- 
way, he didn't want to get himself in 
debt till he knew what his ewn fu- 
ture was. He'd talked to one of the 
local banks earlier, back in the 
Spring. They'd been hesitant, a little © 
evasive. 

That was the story. He didn't feel 
he could put himself in debt with a 
child coming along and his own ball 
career a big question mark. But he 
still said nothing about it to Eileen 
when he drove home. The next fore- 
noon he reported to the Bull club- 
house. But that afternoon's game, the 
last of the series with the Nationals, 
was rained out. Going home, Val felt 
a sense of disappointment he couldn't 
understand. Normally he should have 
been glad of the rest. When he was 
with the Maroons, he would have 
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welcomed it as a chance to take the 
strain off his ailing body. Now he 
didn’t like it. And a few miles from 
the Leng Island town where he lived, 
it came to him. He realized he had 
been looking forward to the oppor- 
tunity to show that Tuck Chalmers 
he E still cover the first base 
sack. 


Jp NEXT DAY was an open 
date. And then the Wolverines 
came in, a tough swaggering club 
that invited trouble. The sports 
writers said that the Bulls would 
show their real mettle then, would 
get rolling and take the series or else 
£o nowhere for the rest of the sea- 
son. But in the second inning, with a 
runner on second, another on third, 
and two down, Chalmers went to his 
left on a hard-hopping ground ball. 
He was slow getting over, got his 
glove on it, but failed to hold it. Two 
runs sped across the plate. 


And Val, without any mercy, let 
his old rival know what he thought 
about it. "You bum, why don't you 
give yourself up to the Bloomer 
Girls?" he rode Chalmers. "You're 
playing your position on a dime, mis- 
ter!” 

“Ah, it’s contagious!” Chalmers 
yapped back. “I’m playing next to a 
busher and it gets in my blood!” 


Val showed him by coming up with 
a honey of a play on a left-handed 
batter for the third. In the third he 
blasted a long double with two on to 
tie up the score. And when he saw 
that Wolverine outfielder juggle the 
ball a moment out there, he tore on 
for third and made it, never thinking 
once of his bad knee. He died there 
as they failed to bring him in. But in 
the very next frame, Sammy Vannis 
on third uncorked a wild high throw. 
Val went high off the bag and just 
snagged it in the webbing of his 
glove. And he came down to toe the 
bag a split second before the runner 
hit it. There was applause from the 
fans. 

But Chalmers trotted down the 
baseline, batted a pebble around in 
his glove, an old trick of his. “Bow 
and smile for the cash customers, 


busher! And tell me where you buy 
your four-leaf clovers, will ya? You 
never knew you had it!” 

The old feud was renewed for fair 
between the two. Neither meant to 
concede a thing, to give the other an 
inch. In the fifth, with the score still 
knotted up thanks to Val's hit, the 
Bull hurler got wobbly. The first 
man to face him got a walk. Then 
the usually dependable Harmon 
dropped a third strike and let it roll 
behind him to put two men on. Two 
hurlers went to work hurriedly in the 
bullpen. There was a smash between 
first and second. Playing close to the 
bag against a left-handed swinger, 
Val never had a chance for it. Then 
Tuck Chalmers, travelling like mad 
and cutting deep, snagged the liner 
off his shoe laces on the fly. He 
flipped to Rubbler covering at sec- 
ond for the second out.  Rubbler's 
throw to Val was true. He had the 
runner caught off with no trouble to 
complete a great triple play. Val was 
still amazed at Chalmers' burst of 
speed as they trotted off the field. 


N THE SEVENTH, Val got hold 

of one. But the rival center field- 
er, after a great run, pulled it down. 
In the ninth, with the score still 
knotted up, the crisis came. With two 
down, the Wolverine first baseman 
punched a Baltimore chop over the 
box. Tuck Chalmers went in for it. 
His peg to Val Lachner was high. 
Val went up, knowi^^ he would get 
it. He did, came do. on to the bag 
in time for the out. But the Wolver- 
ine first baseman tore in and crashed 
him. Val was knocked rolling and 
dropped the ball to make the man 
safe; and he felt that twinge of pain 
in his right knee. 

Then the next Wolverime hitter 
connected for a double to score the 
runner. It was the run that turned 
out to be the ball game. 

"Brother, haven't you turned out 
to be a great dummy on first?" 
Chalmers needled him as they moved 
toward the clubhouse. "What's the 
matter? You afraid of a little per- 
sonal contact, Lachmer?” 

“Your throw was high or it’d never 
have happened!” Val threw back hot- 
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ly. “And speaking of personal con- 
tact, do you want some, pal?” 

“Break it up, you guys!” barked 
Bus Mulroy moving up between them. 

But as he showered, still raging, 
Val felt those tonsils swelling up. To- 
morrow it would probably effect his 
threwing arm as it had done in the 
past. Everything seemed to be going 
against him. The fans would doubt- 
lessly blame him for that second loss 
in a row since he'd joined the club. 
He remembered a thing he'd heard a 
veteran say once in the minors. When 
you started to slip, always all the 
breaks went against you. It sure 
looked that way now. And he could 
read the handwriting on the wall. He 
was as good as ticketed for the mi- 
nors. That knee that had been 
cracked in the collision at first base 
would probably put him out of play 
tomorrow. He swore under his 
breath. 

He was a candidate for baseball’s 
boneyard, he guessed, and he might 
as well recognize the fact.... 


HEN HE walked into the sta- 

dium the next day, he was 
thoroughly discouraged. If he only 
had a couple of more good big league 
seasons in front of him, he wouldn’t 
have to worry about his financial set- 
up and that sporting goods store. 
Normally, if he could have held onto 
his location, it would have provided 
a nice means of income. His bad knee 
felt shaky, and his threat was sore 
despite all his gargling. Then he en- 
tered the clubhouse and heard Tuck 
Chalmers. talking. 

“What I say. is the Bulls are too 
damn greedy for this season's gate 
instead of rebuilding for the future, 
for next year, or the year after," the 
second baseman was sounding off to 
some others of the club. “We ought 
to be using our rookies, bringing up 
the kids from the farm system and 
breaking them in." 

“Maybe you got something there, 
Tuck,” another player agreed. 

“Box office names, has-beens on 
their way down—shucks, we can’t 
win ball games with them,” Chalmers 
went on. “Looka that last trade we 
made. A hot young outfielder for a 


first baseman who saw his best days 
—if he ever had them—a long while 
ago. Outside of the mechanical er- 
rors, a club like that has no drive. It 
hurts its morale. I’m no youngster 
myself, I know. But the day I be- 
come a liability to the club, I want 
them to let me know it!” 

Hands bunched, Val rounded the 
end of a locker tier and turned down 
the aisle where Tuck Chalmers was 
holding forth. “Gosh, if talk could 
only make a guy play second base! I 
heard those digs at me, fella. Now 
get up on your hind legs!” 

Chalmers jumped up, grinning 
meanly, long jaw shooting out. Ir- 
vine, a spare outfielder, tried to jump 


in between them. Val threw him , 


aside with a long arm, then he and 
Tuck Chalmers were pitching punch- 
es at each other. Val was bigger, but 
he knew what a trained boxer 
Chalmers was. And he found out fast 
after landing a right swing. Chalmers 
bounced out a locker front, then 
ducked two in a row and came into 
him. He bunched a set of knuckles 
off Val's mouth, cutting a lip. Val 
clipped him twice in the body. 

Chalmers blocked two more and 
rocked Val with a sizzling uppercut. 
Val was staggered but hooked a left 
at his man. He took a terrific punch 
to the belly. 

“You damned fools!” Harmon the 
veteran catcher was rushing in with 
a couple of other older men. They 
pried the pair apart and Harmon read 
them the riot act. “Do you want Mul- 
roy to walk in and see this, you nuts? 
He always says he does all the fight- 
ing for the club! It'll be a hundred 
fine for you both if you're caught! 
Now cool off and show some sense!" 

Val snapped, “This big-headed 
busher can't make cracks about me!" 

Chalmers yipped, “This has-been 
oughta get fired off the team! He's 
no good! And—" 

“Shut up, both of you!” the catcher 
cut them off. “We happen to be a ball 
club that’s trying to win some games! 
And we won't do it by fighting each 
other." 


HALMERS was led away. And 
after a few more words, Val 
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went down to his own locker, but he 
. was burning up. In the pre-game in- 
field drill, he forgot about his knee 
and the throat condition. He was 
simply out to field that first-base 
position in such a manner he would 
give the lie to Tuck Chalmers' as- 
sertions about has-been players weak- 
ening the club. : 

The game got under way with 
Wortley, the southpaw curve ball 
artist on the hill for the Bulls. And 
with the swaggering Wolverines, 
cocky after the first game victory 
swinging for the heels. But Wortley 
stopped them in the first with three 
flies to the outfield. 

"Tm going to get on," Chalmers 
told Val Lachner as the home half 
started. “See if you can move me 
along, bum!” 

And Chalmers did get on as he 
deliberately didn't pull quite far 
enough away from an inside pitoh, 
- got nicked and got waved into first. 
But Val's drive was straight into the 
right fielder's hands though a long 
one. 

“Do these major league pitchers 
scare you?” Chalmers asked as they 
took the field. 

Val was too damn mad to answer. 
Wortley got the first man to swing 
against him in the second. But the 
next man walked, stole second. Wor- 
ley made the third hitter foul out to 
Harmon behind the plate. And then 
there was what looked like a clean 
hit to the right of second. But Tuck 
Chalmers, cutting loose a terrific 
burst of speed, dived for it, knocked 
it down, then flung to first from a 
sitting position. It was a poor throw, 
but big Val made a beautiful scoop 
for the third out. 

“You didn't look so lousy that 
time," Chalmers told him with a sneer 
as they moved into the dugout. 

And.Val fed it right back to him 
again. “I suppose you were grand- 
standing on that one yourself, pal, 
eh?” The right knee felt as if he had 
pulled it when he stretched for the 
bal. But he ignored it; Tuck 
Chalmers wasn't going to see him 
withdrawing himself for any ball 
game now. 

In the top of the third, Val made 


a terrific runback into right field for 
a circus catch of a foul the right 
fielder could get nowhere near. And 
in the home half of the frame, step- 
ping up with nobody on, he picked 
on the 2-2 pitch and slashed it right 
through the rival first sacker. He 
headed for second. But the throw-in 
was faster than he'd expected. The 
second sacker had the ball and pivot- 
ed to put it on him. And Val went in 
with a belly-whopper headfirst slide. 
He cut down the Wolverine second 
baseraan who let the ball go through 
him. And Val was up and tearing for 
third. 

He made it. A moment later, Har- 
mon, batting in the cleanup spot, 
sent him in with a long single. And 
the panic was on. Before the Wolver- 
ines could put out the fire with a re- 
lief pitch, three more runs had 
crossed. Val gallopped out to his po- 
sition when the inning ended, then 
suddenly recalled he hadn't taken the 
field so enthusiastically all year. His 
throat felt all right. And his attitude 
about that right knee was "the hell 
with it." He was going to show Tuck 
Chalmers he was still a first-class 
first baseman, 


T WAS CHALMERS who stole 

the honors that inning in the 
fielding department though. He came 
up with two brilliant ys, turning 
on more speed than V. ad ever sus- 
pected he possessed. In the fifth, Val 
blasted out a triple to let Chalmers 
practically walk in from first after 
beating out a surprise bunt. In the 
sixth, Val went far to his right to 
Scoop up a ground ball that was la- 
belled a sure hit, and start the dif- 
ficult 3 to 6 to 3 double play with a 
man on, one of the most difficult 
plays in the game. He got back to the 
bag to dig up Rubbler's low return 
throw for the two-ply killing and got 
a great hand from thg fans. 

In the seventh, he was deliberately 
walked as a testimony to his batting 
prowess but failed to get around. 
And then, in the ninth, Wortley be- 
gan to weaken fast. With one down, 
he walked two men. Harmon signed 
for a pitchout to nab the runner who 
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make you fortunate 
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MIDGET "BIBLE "FREE 


Now you = di the Bible with you at all times. 
(Smallest te the World). ny people feel 
maak e i. rs great value in obtaining things you 


Just send your name 
SEND NO MONEY ane ides "Today 
and pay postman only $1 plus postage on ie LU 
positively GUARANTEE that you will be more than 
delighted within 5 days or your money wiH be re- 
ose Apeesuy on request and no questions asked. 
«Order 

NATIONAL PRODUCTS 


1472 Broadway, Dept. DA-1, New York 18, N. Y. 


> SONG POEMS iiare mue 


fo Be Set to Music 
© Publtsbers need new songs. Submit one or more 

+ of your bes! poom: for immediate consideration. 
Any subiect Send poem 

MOSH IVIR GAL I —OpV N $D30208 uyduau30uoQq 

FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 
k 660 BEACON 8!DG.. BOSTON 8, MASS. 
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SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 78) 


was taking a long lead off first. But 
his throw was wide, to the inside. Val 
flung himself out on the grass and 
knocked it down as the runners, see- 
ing the wide throw, tere. Val scooped 
up the ball, lying on his side. And 
there was Tuck Chalmers, just a few 
feet away, having raced over, yell- 
ing, Val flipped to him. Chalmers re- 
layed to Rubbler covering the key- 
Stone and = had the big seeond 
out, 

It was the game-saving play. Wort- 
ley walked the next hitter. But he 
got the following man to line out to 
center for the last out of the ball 
game. Val felt great as he jogged in- 
to the clubhouse, not quite under- 
standing why. His luck seemed to 
have turned. 

The next afternoon, in the final 
gome with the Wolverines, he and 

halmers, rivalled each other with 
sensational plays. And Val came up 
with three for four, two of them 
blasting doubles that sent in three 
runs. He brought in a fourth himself 
when, on third, the Wolverine catch- 
er let a sinker get away from him. It 
didn’t go far. But Val tore into the 
plate and made it with a great slide 
He didn’t even think of that knee. 


HAT NIGHT, the club left for a 

road trip. He was sitting in the 
club car after having bid Eileen 
goodbye, reading the morning tab- 
loids. All the writers touted his ter- 
rific play plus that of an apparently 
rejuvenated Tuck Chalmers. Val felt 
great. He didn't feel ready for the 
boneyard any more. And he knew he 
was going to be hot for a long while. 
The tonsils hadn't blown up. His 
right knee—well, he didn't pay much 
attention to it any more. He felt he 
had at least a couple of top seasons 
in front of him. There'd be no trou- 
ble now getting a loan so he could 
buy into that store building and pro- 
tect his interest in the sporting goods 
store. Actually, he felt young. 

And then it came to him how it had 
happened. Convinced he was aging 
and broken down when he joined the: 
Bulls, he'd forgotten to think so 
much of his physical condition in his 


Candidate For The Boneyard 


feud with Tuck Chalmers. He had 
gotten to the point where he didn’t 
give a hang so long as he played a 
hot first base in Tuck Chalmers’ 
eyes. He had forgotten anything was 
wrong with him. He looked down the 
club car to where four of the club 
were playing a game of hearts. 


i 


Chalmers was one of them. Val wasj|§ 


just figuring maybe he really owed 
something to Tuck for his anta- 
gonism. 

Then he saw Chalmers looking his 
way, right at him in fact. And 
Chalmers had a little grin on his 
face. The second barrel hit big Val 
then. Chalmers had speeded up, had 
become a brilliant second sacker 
again. And Val realized it was his ef- 
fect on Tuck that had done that. 
Then Tuck’s grin turned to a scowl, 
and Val Lachner glared right back 
.at him. But inside, he knew; and he 
knew Tuck knew. He figured it was 
a great break for him that he’d been 
swapped to the Bulls after all.... 


THE END 


3 COMPLETE NOVELETS 


THE LOST ROOM 
By T. W. FORD 


SMOKE A KILLER 
By ALAN RITNER ANDERSON 
THE EDUCATION OF 
HOMER ANGEL! 
By GRETA BARDET 


Find These And 
Complete In The 
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You'll 
Others, 


CRACK 


DETECTIVE 


STORIES 


Genuine Steel Engraved Greeting 
Cards for every occasion. Birth. 
day. Congratulations, Mother. 
Dad, Baby, etc. Packed 32 cards 
with matching envelopes to a bex. 
These are beautifully made on 
finest paper and are an excellent 
value. Send $1.00 with order. No 
stamps. No C. O. D.'s 


ETCH-ART 
72 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 


< CARD TRICKS 
2.7 


Most all Playing Cards 


are marked in making. 
TELL ANY CARD FROM 
BACK. Send $1.00 for Key- 
marks for EIGHT different 
popular decks with complete 
instruetions. No Gamblers. 

n TELLURIUM CO. 
Box 678-DA Wallace, idaho 


Husbands! Wives! 
Want new Pep and Vim? 


Thousands of couples are weak, worn-out, exhausted 
solely because body 1 iron. For new vim, vitality 
try Ostr Tonic Tablets. Con u, too, m 

need for pel lies vitamin Bi. Get this big 


; sul 
value xs ud only $1.00! At all drug stores everywhere. 


de CHEESE URBS 
$1,756 to $3,021 Year 
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INSTITUTE OF APPLIED 'SCIENCI Suinyslde Ave. : 
. 797-A, Chicago 40. Ill 


MAN'S GREAT ENEMY 


"Drinking Habit" 


It can be treated in your own home! Give your- 
self a chance. Make a new start in life. You 
are entitled to it. Stop worrying Write for 
free information to . . 


PANN, P. O. Box 781 
Dept. P-2, Chicago 90, Illinois 


SONG POEMS WANTED 


TO BE SET TO MUSIC 
free Examination. Send Your Poems To 


J. CHAS. McNEIL 
A. B. MASTER OF MUSIC 


$10-DA So. Aloxendria M RUN. QUE Dope from the 
FEED p—s Dice camps 


EAEE Dugout 


" P , Punch- 
K. C. CARD CO., 852 NS i. By WILCEY EARLE 


THE WAY WE SEE IT 


Now that the 1947 baseball season 
is here, this reporter would like to 
make his annual prognostications on 
the way the big league teams will 
finish. 

After considerable crystal-ball gaz- 
ing, we are of the belief that the 
teams will endup the 1947 pennant 
race in this order: 


NATIONAL LEAGUE: 


PAULA ANN BENNETT'S FAMOUS. 


a HEALTH CHART ~y 


SENT TO YOU aa 


i—Boston : 
THIS WONDERFUL CHART MAY END 21 ~n 
YOUR FOOT SUFFERING FOREVERI 3—Brooklyn 
i; 4— Chicago 
«SEND. FOR FREE FOOTHEALTH- CHART TODAY —NOW:! 5—Pittsburgh 
{PAULA ANN BENNETT | ~ | 6—Philadelphia 
| ees IER AL. 
«3 Gentlemen: Please send me your free chart which will i 8—Cincinnati 
i show the way fo foot relief. : 
P i n c c) AMERICAN LEAGUE: 
i r E ae 1—Cleveland 
H CRY ree qM eios: Bits coo me - - 2—Boston 


82 (Continued on Page 84) 


BE PROTECTED 


ta case of 
SICKNESS or ACCIDENT 
NEW SECURITY PLAN” 
pau” HOSPITAL 
DOCTOR BILLS 


f 
A DAY 


1/4c FOR CHILDREN 


SAFEGUARDS 
ENTIRE FAMILY 


gor outy 
ANY HOSPITAL IN U. S. 


CHOOSE YOUR OWN DOCTOR 


it’s Now! it’s Different! It's a real Security Plan . . s designed to 
pive you the Protection you'll really need In case of Hospital confine- 
ment for sickness or accident, When misfortune strikes, you may go to 
ony Hospital in the U. S. or Canada under any Doctor's care. WE PAY 
YOUR EXPENSES In full accordance with Policy provisions, You are 
bssured of expert care and medical attention . . . without any wor» 
ties whatever about heavy financial burden. 


individual or Family Eligible 


Why is it that North American can offer so much useful coverage for 
to little money? Because this Protection is sold direct. Individuals or 
family groups can enroll from birth to age 70 ond get such exceptional 
benefits as Doctor feos, weekly compensation for time lost from work, 
death benefits, etc. What's more, you're backed up by a strong, relie 
«ble Company operated under ihe full supervision of the Insurance 
Dept, This Plah has won the approval of Hospitals and Physicians 
throughout the U, S$. 


No Medical Examination 


You are not required to take a medical examination to get North Amerie 
tan Hospitalization Protection, Already over ten million persons in 
America have enrolled for this valuable kind of coverage . . . prov- 
ing the practical common sense of protecting your savings from the 
onslaught of unexpected Hospital and Doctor bills, Send off at once for 
Əl? the details about this Plan. No obligation. No Agent will call. 


Hospital Room and Board teo, $ 
for Sickness or Accident Up te 


P. Cent of a vas $3.00 
Surgical Operations oe 150.60 
In cose of Accident wn "25.00 
am * $2060.00 
Dipemberndat i $2000.00 
identification Service bem 5100 Q0 
‘Ambulance Service $30.00 


sree oe En 
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4 NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO. 
Dept. Di-6, Wilmington, Del. 
Please send me, without obligation, details about your 


| 
*"3c A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan," - 
wd 
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] SING-TALK thru your own Rodio_ 
with » g 


eer TT 
O Radio MICROPHONE 


ae 
Vo Put on your own broadcast at home with 
this Radio Mike. Sing, 'Talk from any 
room in the house, Make announcements. Lots of 
fun! It's wonderful voice practice. Easily attached E 

to any radio. SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman $1.08 plus postage. 
Send check or money order and save postage. No C.O.D.'s outside 
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of U. S. A 
ROLEY SALES CO. Inc., Dept, DAM-1, 15 Spruce St., N. Y. 7, N. Y. 


ARTHRITIS-NEURITIS-SCIATICA 
1f you suffer the agonizing pains 
WLAN | of these diseases when the usual 
h^ ee remedies have failed, learn about 
E a new trustworthy, modern, non- 
surgical treatment method. This marvelous 
treatment is completely explained in the Ball 
Clinic’s FREE Book. Write today, No obligation. 


BALL CLINIC Dept, 62, Excelsior Springs, Mo. 


ies SONGWRITERS 


1 0° Send. your songs or poems today. Music 
y written for your words without charge. 
, Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 


have helped many new writers find their 
Oy ke Mi first success. Let us try to help yov. 


Qoia! HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 


1537 No. Vine St, Dept. K-6 
Hollywood 28, Cal. 


BEAT ANY DICE GAME 


Have gold in your pocket . . . When there's 
silver in your hair. Send me a Stamped Self- 
(— oot and : will tel! you things 
hou È you never knew, V s 
CARDS ANSWERED. TR 
Print Name and Address Plainly. 
J. F. STEWART sox 525, HOUSTON, TEXAS 


MEN -6c//d/ a Wholesalé Kore 


SGET- 


toa Big Pay Business 


We Help You Establish a Steady 
Route of Dealer Customers 


Make good weekly earnings selling steres our 
BIG line of 200 products—all daily necessities. 
Show merchants in your locality a sensational 
line of self-selling counter goods, Retail at 5o 
and 10c. You make up to 112% commission, 
No large capital required, Easy to Start. 

A fortune spent for National Advertising hae 
made our products known from coast to coast. 
Send for our booklet “Your Opportunity in a 
Wholesale Business of Your Own." It's FREE 
—no obligation. WRITE TODAYI 


WORLD'S PRODUCTS CO., Dept78-P, Spencer, Ind. 


A dress for every day Witkin your means. As- 
sorted Styles, Colors and Materials, USED but 
CLEANED—Some may neod repairs, Sizes 12 to 
18 only. Send $1.00 deposit, balance C.O.D. plus 
pastage. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or pur- 
chase price refunded promptly. FREE CATALOG, 
OUR BETTER DRESSES (used) 33 90 
Sizes 12 to 20 and 38 to 44 4 for L 
Cotton DRESSES (used) 5 for $2.95 Sizes 
OUR BETTER GRADE, 3 for $2.55 12 to 20 
COLUMBIA MAIL ORDER CO. ' 
$48 Grand St, Dept, 140-B New York 2, N. Y. 
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SPORTS FICTION 
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3—New York 
4— Detroit 

5— Washington 
6—St. Louis 
7—Chicago 
8—Philadelphia 


HOW INDEED 


Joe McCarthy was reminiscing the 
other day about Bugs Bennett, a 
pitcher he managed at Louisville. 

“One day,” related McCarthy, “I 
passed a group in which Spencer 
Abbott was telling how one of his 
Coast League teams had lost 12 
straight. 

‘One afternoon,’ said Spencer, ‘we 
found ourselves in the ninth inning, 
one run ahead. The other guys had 
the tying run on third and two out. 
If we got this baby out, we would fi- 
nally snap our losing streak. 

The batter hit a one-hop grounder 
to the pitcher. When he came up 
with it, I said: “Thank God, our los- 
ing streak is over. But believe it or 
not, the pitcher took the ball in his 
right hand, let it run up his arm, 
across his shoulder and down into 
his glove, before he threw out the 
runner at first—by a half inch.” 

McCarthy cut in: “Don’t tell me 
the pitcher’s name, I'll tell you. It 
was Bugs Bennett." x 

"'Gosh, how did you know?" 
gasped Abbott. 

“How,” snapped McCarthy, “could 
it be anyone else?" 


IT'S HARD TO TELL | 


One of the interesting angles 
brought up by “The Basket-Ball 
Bribery Case,” to use the jargon of 
Philo Vance, is this: “Does a coach 
know when his players are throwing 
a game?” 

No one can say whether a coach 
actually knows. A star player can 
have an off-night and look like the 
worst dub in the world, yet he may 
be trying with all his heart. 

On the other hand, another star 
player who has larceny in his heart 
can just manage to miss the basket by 
a few inches with his shots and make 
it look like tough luck. 


DOPE FROM THE DUGOUT 


A coach would have to have an 
x-ray mind and be able to look into 
the minds of his players to see if 
they were “levelling.” 


A great many fans won’t agree 
with this opinion. They feel a coach 
can tell in a moment if a man is 
cheating. However, when they are 
asked for evidence to back up their 
opinion, there is none forthcoming. 


In an effort to find a scapegoat in 
the current messy state of affairs in 
the hoop world, the finger can’t be 
pointed at the coaches. The only 
stop-gap to a threwn game must be 
the player’s own conscience. 


SAFETY FIRST 


Casey Stengel was discussing man- 
ners and customs in the up-and-at- 
'em leagues, where the teams travel 
by bus and are therefore “up all 
night and at 'em all day." 


"In the Eastern League when I 
was managing Worcester, we didn't 
have a bus. Used cars, touring cars 
and sedans. If a fellow was a good 
driver, it meanta little extra for him 
on his contract. 


Used to be a tough trip if the 
driver was a fellow who had gone 
*four for Oh' that day. He'd jam that 
foot on the floor and bark at cops 
and try to pass everybody. Didn't 
care what happened, 

Being manager, I always saw to it 
that I was in a car where the driver 
had made a couple of hits that day 
and was feeling friendly to the 
world." 


SHOWDOWN AT 
SHORTSTOP 


COMPLETE NOVELET 
By T. W. Ford 


Is In The June 


UPER 
PORTS 


PLAY PIANO 
BOTH HANDS 


NO DRILLS! 
NO EXERCISES! 


Don't spend years learning 
to play piano. Dale s 
Invention, the — amazing a 
copyrighted, exclusive chord-slide simplifier fts 
any piano and moves bagk and forth showing alt 
chords, for all songs. Starts you playing popular 
and semi-classic music with both hands, AT ONCE! 

NO MUSICAL TALENT NECESSARY 

Even if you have never read a note, you may 
learn to play by ear and note in an hour! In 
addition to amazing ghord-sfide simplifier, yon 
recéive absolutely free the famous 95 lesson, seif- 

5 i , "ABO PICTURE 
including 27 songè 
arranged so you can play from 
4 simple chords. 

SE Hush coupon below! 
eae Shear ote 
ees you must play 

MONEY from actual sheet 
music and by ear or return 
within 5 days for full refund. 
You can’t lose . . . write 
today! 


ie RAS SCO UPON! 
Bt ee et ee ae ees ee iie] 
DALE SHEAR'S SCHOGL OF MUSIC 
Studio. 704. Struthers 3, Ohio 
O Rush self-teaching “ABC PICTURE METHOD" 
book, including 27 songs, with just 4 chords and " 
CHORD-SLIDÉ INVENTION all complete für $2.00, i 


lus C.O.D. If not ùg in 5 days, I may return 
k AWAD NS—Si No €.0.D. 8 


for $2.00 refund. ANADIA: orry 

CANADIAN money accepted. H 
D I enclose $2.00 (cash, check, money order). 

NAMB — a5 vrreecsor e cer ogevasiss pecie opas deu : 
ADDBEBN ouo sites ASTE T COIT rj 
EY gna erui e. E rne ' 


WHAT GAUSES EPILEPSY? 


A booklet containing the opinions of fa- 
mous doctors on this interesting subject 
will be sent FREE, while they last, to 
any reader writing to the Educational 
Division, 535 Fifth Ave., DB-6, N. Y. C. 


f d 
AND | WILL BE YOURS FOREVER 

Thet’s what he whispered to me the first time 1 used LOVE Me. 
Fo LOVE ME is a heady, exotic perfume that drives men wild. 
He told me later that it made him dream of Cleopatra and Mark 
Antbony drifting along the Nile; of Romeo and Jullet tn fond 
embrace, thrilling in their new love, LOVE ME is not just an 
ordinary perfume, LOVE ME combines gay floraj odors witb the 
dream of Youth and Love and Joy L@VH ME is magnetic and 
LOVE ME charms the one you lov 


compelling. 9. 
Youth with LOVE ME. Send 


Capitre again the Romance of 
yonr name and address on a penny postcard and | will rush LOVE 
ME to you im olain wrapper. When LOVE ME arrives, pay post- 
tian only $1.98 plus few cents postage. If not thoroughly satis- 
tied, I will refung your money immediately. Write pow to 
LOVE, 313 E. 13 St.. Dept. 104-B, New York 3, N. Y. 
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Does Your STOMACH, 
BOWELS Need Help? 


to Faulty Elimination 


Do you suffer from the symptoms of 
GAS, BLOAT PAINS, INDIGESTION, 
LACK OF APPETITE, UPSET STOM- 
ACH, COATED TONGUE, BAD 
BREATH AND SKIN often caused by 
functional constipation? 


If these non-organic stomach and bowel disturbances make 
you feel older, lose sleep, feel tired, nervous and miser- 
able, then, by all means, try wonderful quick acting NAT- 
URAL RED EAGLE HERB MEDICINE and see what it can 
do for you! 

This amazing formula actualiy contains, not 5 or 10 but 
24 selected roots, herbs, bofanicais, and other vital in- 
gradients gathered from different parts of the world, and 
compounded, under the supervision of a registered phar- 
macist, into a wonderful aid to HELP NATURE remove the 
lingering, clogging waste matter from sluggish bowels, 
that may be causin I your miseries. it has given 
blessed transient relief to thousands’ of grateful people, 
who will not be without it, and bless the day they learned 
of this grand, RED EAGLE HERB MEDICINE. 

HERE I8 NEW HOPE—TRY IT ON OUR 5-DAY TRIAL OF- 
FER--SEND NO MONEY When package arrives, deposit with 
postman only $2.00 plus C.O.D. and postage, or send $2.00 and 
we wil pay all postage. CAUTION: Use only as directed, and if 
you are'not happy, in fact overjoyed with results, simply return 
unused portion within 5 days after trial and we will gladly re- 
fund every penny of your $2.00. SUPPLIES ARE LIMITED, 80 
PLEASE RUSH ORDER NOW TO: 


ROYAL CO., Dept. 109-A 


100-17 Northern Bivd,, Corona, New York 
COMPLETE 


Home-Study 
COURSES 


` us nes and self-1nstruction 
textbooks, slightly used. Rented, sold, exchanged. 
All subjects, 100% satisfaction. Cash paid for 
used courses, Full details and  i00-page illus- 
trated bargain catalog FREE. Write 


NELSON CO., 1139 S. Wabash Ave. 
. Dept. 52, CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


OZARK LANDS 
FOR ALL PURPOSES 
For Your Pleasure and Profit 


d 
Pied 65.00 Per Acre upwod: 
River 
SEND =A Scien LIST AND LIT TURE 
HUBBARD 
4240 MINNESOTA KANSAS CITY, KANSAS 


6 DRESSES $5.00 


$Í DEPOSIT REQUIRED 
Cleaned, pressed. and repaired. Sizes 12 to 
42, Assorted styles and colors. Al cloth- 
ing dry cleaned. 

Men's used work shirts, 98c; Ladies skirts, 
ea. 65c; Girls’ dresses, ea. 55c; Rummage, 
15 assorted pieces, $2.25. 
Surplus army clothes. All kinds. 
SEND FOR FREE CATALOG. 
HERCULES SALES CO., Dept. DAA 
225 Division St, New York 2, N. Y. 


illustrated Comic Booklets 


Sell our ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS and other 
NOVELTIES. Each booklet size 435x234. We will send 
25 assorted booklets prepaid upon receipt of $1.00 or 


75 assorted booklets sent prepaid upon receipt of $2.00. 
Wholesale t price list sent with order only. No 
orders sent C.O.D. Send Oash or Money-order. 


REPSAC SALES CO. 


1 W. 13th St, Dept. 50-F, New York 11, N. Y. 
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SPORTS FICTION 
' There's A Place For Razzle-Dazzle 
(Continued From Page 68) 


Hurtz," and Hurtz smiled his tired, 
muddy smile. 


Ed said, "A fast spinner, into left 
tackle. Martin, you pack it." 

Tiny Smith swung into the line, 
and Ed went down. His signals were 
clear, his backfield shifted. Sudden- 
ly Hurtz was running out straight, 
sucking in the Mountain Empire 
left half. 

Ed had the ball, then. He moved 
back, and stuck it into Martin's guts. 
Martin made his hole, it closed up. 
The other back was battering, run- 
ning clean interference. Ed saw that 
Martin was doomed. He put a block 
on a man, and then he saw Martin 
lateral. 


Hurtz had it, clean, beautifully. He 
tucked it under his arm and Tiny 
Smith bowled over two Mountain 
Empire men. Hurtz had the field, 
then, and he had the speed. Ed 
blocked another man, landed on his 
side, glanced at the bench. 

, Blanton was up, hollering, jump- 
ing. 

Hurtz stepped over, standing up. 

Ed watched the scoreboard change: 
6 to 6. They lined up, and Hurtz held 
the bail Ed kicked, tight across his 
chest. 

The ball seemed to hang, then go 
between the uprights. There were 
five seconds of playing time left. 
Mountain Empire received, then the 
gun boomed. And State trotted off 
on the long end of a six to seven 
score. 

They locked the dressing room to 
keep out the audience. Blanton was 
shaking hands with his men, pound- 
ing them on the back. Finally he 
came to where Ed was rubbing him- 
self with a hard towel after his 
shower. The coach stuck out his 
hand. 

“Good work, Ed." 

Ed said, "There's a place for raz- 
zle-dazzle, Coach." 

"You found the right place," said 
Blanton. His eyes were sharp, keen. 
"By the time you're a senior, Ed, 
you'll be one of the best. Unless, of 
course, that philosophy course 
doesn't harm you." 

Ed smiled warmly. "It won't, sir," 


Make 
This Test 


with your own hands 
and feel what we mean 


The Secrot of the 
“Interlocking Hands" 


Only IANDER contains this New 
principio, A porous non-stretch material 
ecial stretchy body 

In the outline ‘Of two 


into the sp 
'OMMAND: 


"I am sure you will be 
qeu to know that it is by 
ar the best and most prac- 
ticai supporter I have ever 
had. I have been pleased to 
show it to several of my 
friends and 1 hey are likewise 
ressed with it, You shall 
probably hear from, some of 
them in the futu. 
—Dr. A.M. S., Standish, Mich. 


“Enclosed “and SS for an- 
Other belt. I wouldn't be 


ER c! 
DOUBLE SUPPORT where you nocd i most. T^r IUCEPXSI 
ol 


Cimdi Wearers All Over America Say— 


without this supporter for 
ten times what it costs.” 

—Dr.G. c S. St. Charles, m, 

* 
"I recommend the Com- 
mander for what it is made 
for. Jt sure has been E. great 
help to me, I wan 
you for what it has done. I 
might add it has beipen me 
more than anything I have 
ever tried,” 
—P.N., Fort Knox, Ey, 


Above are just a few of the many unsolicited testi- 
tmonials for the Commander that we receive regui- 
larly. Miu of these and others are on fie. 


FREE 


10 DAY TRIAL! 


If it fails to do all we say, 
send it back and the pur- 
chase e price will be prompt- 


ly refun .98 


Special 
Large 
iot 0? SIZES 
o - 
$3.98 28 to 47 
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FEEL BETTER, LOOK YOUNGER 


wth COMMANDER 


The Amazing New Abdominal Supporter 


Yes, instantly, you, too, can begin to feel ALIVE... 
ON TOP OF THE WORLD by joining the Parade of 
Men who are marching up the highway of happier 
living with the COMMANDER, the amazing new 
Men's Abdominal Supporter, 


GET "IN SHAPE” INSTANTLY 

AND ENJOY A HAPPY STREAMLINED APPEARANCE 
The COMMANDER presents the exclusively designed 
“INTERLOCKING HANDS” principle for extra sup- 
port where you need it most. It flattens the burden- 
some sagging ‘‘corporation’’ and restores to the body 
the zestful invigorating feeling that comes with firm, 
sure “bay window” control. Order this new belt to- 
day and begin enjoying the pleasure of feeling ''in 
shape” at once, 


BREATHE EASIER—TAKE WEIGHT OFF TIRED FEET 
The helpful uplifting EXTRA SUPPORTING power 
of the COMMANDER firmly supports abdominal sag. 
The instant you pull on the belt you breathe easier.,. 
your wind is longer... you feel better! 


YOUR BACK IS BRACED— 


YOUR CLOTHES FIT BETTER—YOU APPEAR TALLER 


The COMMANDER braces your figure ... you look 
and feel slimmer... your clothes fit you better. Your 
friends will notice the improvement immediately, 


COMMANDER IS NEW AND MODERN! 


The absence of gouging steel ribs, dangling buckles 
and bothersome laces will prove a joy. COMMANDER 
has a real man’s jock type pouch. IT GIVES GENU- 
INE MALE PROTECTION. Try this amazing new 
belt with full confidence ... and at our risk. SEND 
FORITNOW! 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY. 


INTRODUCTORY TEN-DAY TRIAL OFFER 


WARD GREEN CO., DEPT 
413 WEST 57TH STREET, NEW York 19, N. Y. 


Send me the “COMMANDER” for ten days Trial. I will 
pay postman the special price of $2.98 plus postage. If 
not satisfied after wearing it ten days, I may return it 
And the purchase price will be promptly refunded. 


My waist measure is....... .....My height is....... 


O Check here if you enclose $2.98 with this order and 
We will pay postage charges. The same refund offer holds. 


SHORTHAND 
IN Ó WEEKS 


AT HOME 


Famous Speedwriting sys- 
tem. No signs or symbols. 
Uses ABC's. Easy even 
for adults to learn and 
use, Fast preparation for 
& position, and a sound 
future. 

Nationally used in leading 
offices and Civil Service; 
also by exeeutives, writ- 
ers, speakers, lawyers, 
scientists, students at col- 
lege. Over 100,000 taught 
by mail. The very low 
cost will surprise you. 
24th year. 

Write for FREE Booklet to 


\ PTT E 
am “TRADE MARK. REG-U.S, PAT OFF 


Dept. 7405-7 
55 W. 42 Street, New York 18, N. Y. 


AUBELS Carpenters 
and Builders Guides 


Write 120 words per 
minute. Easy for Adults, 


Speedwriting Aids 
Writer 


"In my work ag a 
writer | had long felt 
ihe need for a knowl- 
edge of shorthand, but 
had no iine to learn it. 
One day ! read a 
Speedwriting advertise- 
ment and decided to 
enrcll. Wifhin just a 
few short weeks | mas- 
tered Speedwriting and 
now It's speed and ac- 
curacy are proving in- 
valuable." Joseph J, 
Kudlac, Clifton, N. J. 


side Trade information 
i Carpenters, Builders, Joine 
ers, Building Mechanics end 
all Woodworkers. These 
Guides 
fostruct: 
including new methode, idea: 

solutions, plans, eystema an 

money saving sugcestions. An 


ive you the short-cut 
n» that you wante- 


l'3egud (s 
guid euro 
Tihavan] | HOME! 
| stawme A |, 005. 


| ria 
JOERS d kavio ovii 
CUON Tu hoi 


tactical daily hel 

y el 

ET) ick Reference for the master 
tan Finn 3 


j k, Be k 
I9 LP ELTE] l D y. á © eet this assiste 
fand mall he EREE COUS 
inside Trade Information On: PON beiow. A 


Flow to uso the steel square—How to file and set 
saws—How to build furniture—How to uso a 
mitre box—How yu the chalk line--How to uso 
rules and scales--How to make joints—Carpentera 
aritbmetic—sSólving mensuration problema 
timating strength of timbers—How to set girders 
and sills—How to frame houses and roofs—How to 
estimate costs—How to build houses, barne, gàr- 
ages, bungalows, etc,—How to read and draw 
pi&ns—Dreswing up specifications—How to ex- 
cavate~How to use settings 12, 13 and 17 on the 
steel equare—How to build hoists and scaffolds— 
skylights—How to build stairs—How to put on 
interior trim—How to hang doors—How to lath-— 
sy rs—-How to psint 


NISÜIEDAROUENRRSAREOSRSEISSEEESRERUSKRESATERTDESACAZASSREREREREDNR 
THEO. AUDEL & CO., 49 W. 23rd St., Now York City 
Audela Carpenters and Builders e», 4 vols., on 7 deys" free trist. If O.RK. 


ree Si in 7 days, ond $! monthly eus is paid. Otherwise T vii return them 
o obligation unless 1 am satished, 


Employed by 


——ÀÀMM————— ——————— 
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SPORTS FICTION 


MAD MARATHON 
(Continued From Page 46) 


chugging Little Barracuda. With a 
swirl of diamond spray it surged past 
and beyond as a thousand boat whis- 
tles acknowledged the winner! 

Spike grinned as happily as his 
voluntary immersion would permit. 
So Rossiter outboards were set—and 
so were his bike engines. Tepoorten 
had lost his boat works—and any self 
respect he may have possessed. "But 
it was his own fault," reflected Spike 
grimly. "An' nobody to blame but 
himself !" 


A few minutes later, Darrylene 
chugged back. She circled Spike’s im- 
mobile form and drifted beside him. 
“You big lug!” she smiled happily. 
“You could have won that race!” 


Spike returned the smile. “I’m a 
motorbike racer,” he returned vehe- 
mently. “I still prefer it to this pud- 
dle-jumpin’, wet nursin’ nightmare! 
An’ anyways, you said I didn’t have 
th’ class—” 


Darrylene’s gay laughter cut him 
short. Then suddenly her lovely face 
softened. “Anyone who did what you 
did, Spike—has class! I only hope I 
have half as much!” 


The look in her eyes made Spike 
feel warm all over. He grabbed her 
diminutive hand and hauled himself 
awkwardly into the boat. His added 
weight gave fresh impetus to the fast 
sinking Un-Quote. With a resound- 
ing groan, it settled permanently un- 
der the waters of the Hudson—crew 
and colors flying. 


THE END 


TRACK TRIAL 
a ROE RICHMOND 


Is But One Of The Fine 
Stories In The June 


SUPER SPORTS 


Quick Relief FOUND For Those 
RHEUMATIC PAIN MISERIES 


Often Caused By Fatigue, Over - Exertion or Exposure 


[ *PROOF OF RESULTS | 


*Made by grateful users—not by us. 

"| received the MEDEX last week and it has 
given me great relief. I am enclosing M.O. for 3 
more jars." 

A. P. S., Mokelumne Hill, Cal. 

"I had a pain in my back the first treatment helped 
me, I wish I could get it in every home in America!” 

W. P., Sherman, Texas 

"| had pains in my hips, knees, and ankles, now 
I am doing fine, please send me 3 more jars." 

A. G., Huntington, W. Va. 
o HERE'S A NEW REMARKABLE TREATMENT that 
helped thousands of men and wom- 
ien get FAST BLESSED RELIEF, wifh- 
out taking awful-tasting hablt-forming 
medicines. WHEN PAINS STRIKE 
you just apply wonderful 
MEDEX 4 CREAM, a quick-acting 


analgesic counter - irritant where you 
feel STIFF and have those ACHING 
THROBBING PAINFUL symptoms of 
local congestion often associated with 
RHEUMATISM, ARTHRITIS, SCIATICA, 
NEURITIS, SWOLLEN OR STIFF 
JOINTS, BACKACHE, SPRAINS, LUM- 
BAGO, STRAINS, or COLDS, often 


caused b fatigue, over exertion of 
Where's Your Pain? exposure. : 


10 DAY TRIAL OFFER! 
NO MEDICINE TO TAKE! 


Comforting warm, blessed, soothing palliative 
transient relief usually comes FAST, because MEDEX 
4 Secret Formula is compounded of a scientific 
combination of powerful “PAIN RELIEVERS” doc- 
tors often recommend! If pains are severe consult 
your doctor about MEDEX 4 treatment. 

Here's your GOLDEN OPPORTUNITY TO TRY YHIS 
WONDERFUL TREATMENT AT HOME—SEND NO MONEY— 
ust order. hen postman: delivers your full- size jar of 
me 4 CREAM with "Special Instructions' pay only 
$2.00 C.O.D. plus postage, or send $2.00 and we pay 
all Sah 

We realize that In some cases pains may be due to 
symptoms of a serious condition where MEDEX 4 may 
not prove helpful, therefore we are making this SENSA- 
TIONAL 10 DAY TRIAL OFFER to you. No matter what 
you have used or how many times you have been dis- 
appointed before — if you are not satisfied, in fact, 
overjoyed and amazed with results, just return jar within 
10 days and every penny of your hard earned $2.00 will 
be quickly refunded. Can anything be fairer than that? 

IF YOU ORDER NOW, we wil! include a "'Diet and 
Speclal Suggestions Guide," with your MEDEX 4 TREAT- 
MENT—WITHOUT ONE CENT OF EXTRA COST. RUSH 
ORDER NOW—AND YOU MAY BLESS THE DAY YOU DID— 


SUPREME SALES 100-17 Northern Blvd. 
Dept. H-I CORONA, NEW YORK 


Game 6 Club Supplies 


Transparent Beveled and Weights, fransparent Flats; 
Tops and Bottoms; Door Po = Hit and Miss Combina- 


tions; Luminous Glasses a: ders; Shiners; Daub; 
Bicycle and Bee Headers, Rush FREE Catalog requests, 
r- 

FREE "The Old Reliable” 


SMYTHE CO. 
Box 15, Newark, Mo. 


Catalog D. 
CER SI NE | 


STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS 
and LARGER EARNINGS. 38 years expert in- 
struction. Over 108,000 students enrolled. LL B 
Degree uwarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay- 
ments. Send for FREE BOOK - ''Law and 
Executive Guidance" NOW! 

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW 
bot. 78-E, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chi., il. 


crafts and Includes 


make and do 
single volume at this low price. 

to a breakfast-table-and-bench set, 
explained, 
working 
that make it easy 
everyone will admire. 


Costume Jewelry Basketry 

Book Ends Photography 
Soap Sculpture Indoor Gardening 
Leather Accessories Plastic Craft 
Albums Portrait Drawing 
Letter Openers WhRttling 

Metal Vases Metal Craft 


Miniature Furniture Model Railroading 
Candy Dish Magic 
and many, 


many, more things 


FREE 

with this 
Amazing 
Offer> 


gra 
mal, 


Paper, Glass, etc, 


A Book That Tells You the Workin 
Over 


A goldmine of fun and craft instructions for both the be- 
ginner hobbyist and the expert. Here are more things to 
than have ever before been crammed into a 
From a simple ash-tray 
over 200 projects are 
with tools and equipment needed, simplified 
drawings, pictures and step by. step directions 
to turn out finished handicrafts that 


This Book Will Show You How To Make:— 


Book-Cases 


A CRAFTSMAN'S KIT OF OVER 100 DESIGNS 


All Full-Size and easy to trace or copy. Ornaments, mono- 
ams, geometric, silhouette, fraternal, religious, floral, 
border, and other decorative devices, forms and designs. 
For craftwork in Leather, Metal, Plastic; Wood, Textile, Cork, 


SONGWRITERS 


$100 CASH EVERY MONTH for bost song eros ATT] 
with us. Hollywood composers write metody LU 
WITHOUT CHARGE. Lead sheets and records fur- 
nished. Send song material TODAY for FREE EX- G 
AMINATION, You may win $100. Write for details. 


DETECTIVES 


TRAINING — SECRET INVESTIGATIONS 
mae bac, UE 4/ — FINGER 
PRINTS -Easy é A od Segue Time. Rewards Home 


Book Free. WRITE, INTER- 
NATIONAL DETECTI z 
N. E. Wak AEA SYSTEM 17001 E. Monroe St., 


g Procedure of 14 Handi- 
200 Make - It - Yourself Projects 


Each craft and each project COMPLE ^ 

a ‘TELY EXPLAINED 
in this BRAND NEW book—'*'A TREASURY OF HOB- 
BIES AND CRAFTS" edited by Michael Estrin. 
is a unique enjoyment in 
your own hands. If you have made it yourself it 
Wil give you more pleasure than anything Ike it 
that zoa can buy. Send for this 
now, ust $1.98 postpaid (or ec.o.d. pius postare; 
Money back guarantee if not delighted. : E 
— M— A qe 
Stuffed Dolls 
Wooden Toys I 
Rings 


HOBBY BOOK MART, Dept, D-86 
116 Greenwich St., New York 6, N. Y. 


d 1 Send me a copy of “A Treasury of Hobbies 
weave and Crafts". If not delighted, 1 can return ox 


and get my "money back 

D I enclose $1.98, send book postpaid. 

D Send book c.o.d. for $1.98 plus postage. 
Name 


Wallets 
Dog Leashes i 


ani- 
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There 
making something with 


“Hobbyist Heaven’ 


= 


RHEUMATIC PAINS? 


take this sufferer's advice 
Mr. i. K., Wiimington, Del, 
Advises overy one suffering from 
pains of Rheumatism — Arthritis — 
Sciatica — to try Rumal Ointment 
He says, 'God Bless You For RUMAL OINTMENT,’ 


prepared,” 

I don't care how long you have 
been suffering the agonies or rheu- 
matic, arthritic sciatic, neuralgic 
pains—I want you to try a remedy 
that is really good. 

It must be good, for it has been 
bringing blessed palliative relief to 
thousands of sufferers since 1919— 
over 26 years. 

And the best part is that you 
don't risk one penny in trying 
Rumal — you can’t lose—only gain 
by doing it. 

Rumal is a compound of 5 pow- 
erful ingredients widely known to 
the medical profession as fast pain 
rellevers. 

You apply Rumal as directed to 
the painful area, Soon you feel a 
slowing, soothing warmth as the 
pains disappear fast. 


SEND NO MONEY NOW for 
Rumal, Just mail name and ad- 
dress—now. When postman delivers 
package pay him only $2 plus postage and C . BD. 
charges. If you prefer, enclose $2 and we pay all 
postal charges. Guarantee: If after using 1 jar of 
Rumal you don’t feel that it has helped you, you get 
your money back. 


RUMAL MEDICINAL PRODUCTS 


206 Division St., Dept. 27-B, New York 2, N. Y. 


Used Clothing BARGAINS 
BRESSES 6 for $3.49 


Lovely sweaters, 3 for $2.25; Ladies’ 
Coats, $1.50; other bargains. Army clothes 
-—work clothes. Free catalog. $1.00 de- 
posit with order. Merchandise guaranteed 
or purchase price refunded. 


FAMOUS SALES CO., Dept. FS 
2876 West 27 St., Brooklyn 24, N. Y. 


WANT GOOD LUCK FAST? 


No matter what your hard luck is, unlucky in Games, Love, Hesith 
or Business, thousands say the Master Prayer brings Good Fortune 
and Protection from evil, Almost all Christian People have faith in 
the tremendous, mighty, never-falling POWER of the Master Pray- 
er, which has helped thousands everywhere—and T believe will help 
you too. 
The Master Prayer ig Inscribed indelibly on an individusily hand 
eerved Duracast Heart, a Permanent Charm for those who have had 
luck. Write me today enclosing $1.00 and I will send you the Mas- 
tcr Prayer Charm at once so you may ehange your luck, 

E with each order. Talismanic Seal, reproduced tn biood- 

red ink on Egyptian mottled Parchment. 


PAX CO., 126 Lexington Ave. Dept. AA, New York 16, N, Y. 


WHERE IS 
YOUR PAIN? 


What Every Mason Wants 


We have Important Masonic books for 

Blue Lodge, Chapter, Commandery, 

Seottish Rite, and Shrine. 

OUR RITUALS ARE USED THE WORLD OVER 
Send for free catalog of books and rituals for Masons, 
Odd Fellows, Knights of Pythias, Knights of Columbus, etc. 
EZRA A. C@OK, Publisher, P. ©. 796, LJE Chicago 99, Ill. 
pesca ch Bodies ht n 
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SPORTS FICTION 
THE MOORE THE MERRIER 
(Continued From Page 86) 


breezy little bird with a writes-un- 
der-Lake-Erie pen in one hand and 
a check for $500 in the other. He 
Slaps Jasper on the back and says, 
"You look very healthy, young man. 
Very healthy, indeed. And do yeu 
know why you look so very healthy, 
my friend? I will tell you in a very 
few words. You owe your great 
health and playing ability to taking 
Dr. Greenliver's Lively Liver Pills." 


"Never heard ef  'em, 
Moore. 

The little weazel steps closer and 
places his right hand on Jasper’s 
shoulder. "My boy," he coos, "the 
whole wide world has heard of Dr. 
Greenliver's Lively Liver Pills. 
Look!" He helds the check for $500 
under Moore's quivering beak. “This 
very easy money is all yours, pal, for 
simply signing this little piece of pa- 
per.” 

“If it ain’t the Declaration of In- 
dependence,” says Jasper, “I’m not 
signing it.” 

“Very funny,” says the little guy. 
“Now, all you have to do is sign here 
and, to bind the bargain, I will also 
throw in this brand new Yam-head 
Ball-Point Pen. It is guaranteed to 
write under water.” 


"I don’t care if it writes under 
China,” says Jasper. “I never heard 
of your pills, and I never took any, 
and if I signed that testimonial I 
would be lying. What do you take 
me for, one of those hams out in Hol- 
lywood?" Jasper tears up the con- 
tract and walks to the showers. 

“I wil be glad to sign that for 
$50," says Clunkle. The little lad 
gives him a scornful look. “Brother,” 
he says, "my company only pays live 
people for signing testimonials. Good 
afternoon!” 


» 


snaps 


Y* ELL, BY THE end of the sea- 
"7 son, we are so far ahead of 
the other teams that the pennant is 
cinched. This is due entirely to the 
master-playing of J. Malibu Moore. 
He has played every position on the 
team and played it better than any 


(Continued on Page 92) 


3c A DAY PLAN 
PAYS UP TO 


30,000 | 


Btetistics show that | 
$0,000 people at home 
today will be in a hos- 
pital tomorrow. You'll 
want the best for 
yourself and family 
if hospitalization is 
needed. 

Our 8c a day Plan of- 
fers the help you need 
if you act now. 


HOSPITAL AND SURGICAL 
FEES EACH YEAR 


GET OUR FREE OFFER! 
Learn how hospital and surgical care is provided 
for every member of your family in case of sick- 
ness or accident. Our Plan permits you to go to any 
hospital in the U. S$.; select your own surgeon. 


NEARLY EVERYONE IS ELIGIBLE! . 


An attractive feature of the Plan we offer 1s that it 1s available to almost every- 
one. Any man or woman under 70 years of age may enroll as a member, and, Sed 
if marned, include wife or husband and all children under 18 years of age as. — '* YOU AS MON. TOM QRROWE 
dependents on the same certificate, and no medical examination 1s required. BORROW? 
You may carry as many other policies as you like; we do not limit you. Se 


HERE'S THE PROTECTION WE OFFER YOU! « 


$150.00 Hospital Residence $120.00 Sanitorium Res. $20.00 X-Ray 

$150.00 Surgicci Fees $300.00 Accidental Death $20.00 Operating Room 

$109.00 Maternity $20.00 Laboratory $20.00 Anesthesia 
+ + « Oxygen Tont, Ambulance and others 


Ho Waiting... No Red Tape 


You'll agree our Plan is amazingly liberal, and offers 
tho protection that you and your family need. 


Coupon 
UA Ue wa CD VA Ma C CR E RR DS seeseeggar 


e 
8 
H a INTERSTATE MUTUAL BENEFIT ASS'N. 1 
w 2 a = : jue an = M. to : DIC HUS VOVER: DELAWARE : 
e want every reader of th zin t s s ux : » 
enjoy the proteotion we offer . .. we urge you not to delay but $ nois sond xa EREN full details concerning your H 
to get the free details at once. Just sign your a Hospitalization Policy. H 
name to the coupon and mail it to us. You may 1 H 
paste it on the back of a penny postcard if B8 NAMES a a Fray meeps Pe aA ree H 
you like. We will send you everything by H : : H 
return mail absolutely free and without obliga: H D H 
tion. You may act in confidence and no sales- g ADDRESS.  ....—: COOL a arara TTT. fpwbagaesds i 
man will call. You will only hear from us by e H 
mail, so do M E to act at once... ' Gm EZÓNE ae ST ee 
han now. 
nane eer lnhdunedudundddandbeebenbbetackianasemepnnd 
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IE Less than 


at 


A TRIM 


eee oat) NA ve T 
News Easy-to:Use Invention: 


TRIMS HAIR Lom 


Family Can 

ow you can look more handsome by Al- 
ways keeping your HAIR NEAT with this 
simple amazing invention! Give yourself a 
BARBER-LIKE TRIM OR HAIRCUT by run- 
ning it through your hair as a comb. Easy 
as combing! Absolutely safe for men, wom» 
en, children! Also excellent for underarms, 
legs. More than pays for itself with the 
first few hair trims, 

Don’t send a pen- 


led ^" 
COVER-ALE SEND NO MONEY hy! Just pay post- 
if i 
Wi» 7 man on delivery 98e plus postage for 1 
Keeps Cut han “Hair Trimmer’ plus 15 EXTRA BLADES 
7242/57 WA with FREE “KLEAN HAIR-CUT COVER-ALL''! 
Ok Lathes Body Tie it around neck, whether dressed or in 
underwear before trimming hair. Helps cov- 
er your shirt, suit or body from the cut 
hair, |f you wish to save postage, send only $1 with order. 
Money back guaranteed if not satisfied. Order now! 
TESTED SALES, Dept T-2706, 20 Vesey St., New York City 


PILES 


E Let us tell you of a mild, pain- 
less, low cost home treatment perfected 
by Dr. O, A. Johnson, for 28 years head 
Hk. physician of one of America'sFinest Rec- 

fal Clinics where thousands of cases have 


ted. te for Free 
been successfully trea ka Bn JOHN SON 


Save Money! 
Save Time! 


KLEAN 
HAIRCUT 


ial Offer. No obligation. 
RECTA "CLINIC, Dosk 512, Kansas City, Mo. 


POEMS WANTED 


—— For Musical Setting == 


Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic 
or any subject. Don't Delay — Send us your 

riginal Poem at once — for immediate con- 
sideration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. 


RICHARD BROTHERS 
47 WOODS BUILDING — CHICAGO 1, ILL. 


FOR MEN ONLY? 
THE GALS LOVE IT TOO! 
> 


You'll be a riot at your next 
stag party—with this rare col- 
lection of sophisticated wit! 


4 COMPLETE BOOKS 
— each difierent 
500 Exciting Pages 


CARTOONS 

Red Hot Laffs — Situations — Girl Photos 
Nite Club Stuff — Art Studies — Ete. 
JOKES 


It’s the year’s snappiest art collection! 


PHOTOS 


Don’t wait! Supply limited. Send only 
98c today — nothing else to pay — for this 
Art Humor Bonanza. We pay postage. 


98c BUYS ALL 4 BOOKS 


Sent in plain sealed wrapper 
Order yours now! 
Money back if not satisfied 


‘LARCH BOOK CO., DEPT. 130-D 
42 W. 18 St., New York 11, N. Y. 
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SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 90) 


one in the whole league. More, he 
is nationally famous and is Mr. Base- 
ball of 1946. When Mr. Biergarden 
offers him a contract, with triple the 
salary, Jasper shoots fire out of his 
nostrils. 


“That’s the whole trouble with this 
world," he sniffs. "Money, money, 
money ! To hell with it. I am through 
with baseball, if my deal with a big 
broadcasting company goes through. 
They want me to go on right away 
on a national hook-up, but * insist 
that Roberta plays with me. They 
claim that she won't fit in and I claim 
she will. She can feed me my lines 
and I will get the laughs." 


“How much will they pay you?” 
asks Clunkle. 


“T don’t give a damn,” says Jasper. 
“I will put on my program for a dime, 
just to prove that I am a great radio 
comedian. Wait and see; just wait 
and see." 


Two weeks later we read in the pa- 
pers that a new radio program, Laugh 
and Live, will be aired at 8 P.M., 
Tuesday. This program, it says here, 
will co-feature J. Malibu Moore and 
Roberta Lee Jackson. It also states 
that all the material was written by 
Mr. Moore, himself, and any resem- 
blance to Shakespeare is strictly co- 
incidental, if not downright baloney. 


Me, along with Clunkle and several 
other Champ players are glued to 
the radio that night and await the 
debut of Brother Moore. With a few 
strains from Dixie and a short an- 
nouncement, Moore and Jackson hit 
the airwaves. After listening three 
minutes me and Clunkle decide that, 
as a radio comedian, Jasper is as wet 
as the Gulf of Mexico. 


*He will be back in baseball, where 
he belongs," says Clunkle. “Did you 
ever hear such craperino?" 


Next morning we get all the pa- 
pers and see what it says about Broth- 
er Moore and his playmate, Roberta 
Lee Jackson. They say plenty. 
One reviewer remarks—quote— “Al- 
though Moore tried hard he positive- 
ly has neither voice nor talent for a 
radio comedian. But his wife, Rober- 


(Continued on Page 94) 


ARREST ruar 
RUPTURE! 


Dov’t let it get away from you! Careless- 
ness, in 


rence, neglect usuall 
trouble. Learn about our Air 
Support. Ready for bent ge NOW! Tight 

cool, sanitary. cheap. re aug 
d for Free Bookle t and Proof of 
sults. No-Risk Trial Offer. 


BROOKS CO., Box 3196, Marshall, Mich. 


BOOKLETS 2 ADULTS 


Each one of these booklets is POCKET SIZE. Also 
contains 8 ILLUSTRATIONS, and is full of fun and 
entertainment. 12 of these joke booklets, ALL DIF- 
FERENT, witli be shipped prepaid upon receipt of 
$1.00, cash or money order. No orders sent C.O.D. 
Print name and address and mail to: 
TREASURE NOVELTY CO. 
72 Fifth Ave., Dept. 27-F, New York AW. N. Y. 


WITH AMAZING A — 
EH MAGIC: DICE. 


T ore's & ni psir of fun dice that certainly 
san Ae do her ai It's amazingly easy to predict Ej 
rform amusing tricks. No one can 
f oe ths idden "secret" unless you tell them! 
play amazing "control" yet the real reason is 
cleverly concealed from everyone. Fun and fascina- SA 
tion! Easy directions explain details. Perform many EJ 
*'mngio" tricks! Price only $2.98. Get a pair today. 
Send no money. Just name and uus On arrival, 
pay postman only $2.98 plus postage. Money back 
1f not delighted, Address Hollister: White Co., 
Dept. 633-D 215 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, HL 


"How | Became 
A Hotel Hostess" 


Myra Banks Becomes Hostess Though 
Without Previous Hotel Experience 
“Dissatisfied with my humdrum 
routine work, I sent for the 
Lewis School book. Shortly 
afterwards, I enrolled. Now Hostess of this 
beautiful resort hotel, earning a splendid sal- 
ary. I get as much fun out of the gay parties 
and sparkling entertainment I plan and super- 
vise, as do the guests. Thanks to Lewis 

Training." 


Ugly ences EADS 


tans your come 
plexion free of 
Blackheads this 
mew way — look 
attractive 
instantly! 


Try VACUTEX 


fBlackhead-Remover | 
The amazingly effective 
Vacutex extracts Blackhea 
automaticaly — WI 
squeezing the skin or injur-: 
ing tissues. Easy to use with 
three fingers. It reachos 
Blackheads anywhere. Try it 
10 days and if not delighted, 
return VACUTEX and your 


At your DERM OR BSE EUR ON 
-10: DAY TRIAL -COUPO 


BALLCO PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 2510 i 
l 19 West 44th St., New York i8, N. Y. i 


Enclosed And $1. Send postpaid. | 
Send 0.0.D. I will pay postman $1 plus postato; 
$1 refund if not delighted } 
EE SORRY. NO C. 0, D.'s OUTSIDE U.S. A u 
Successfully corrected 
or no cost! 
New painless, low cost home treatment per- 
fected by RECTAL SPECIALIST helps many. 
Send for FREE trial offer, No obligation. 


DR. MOLZAHN'S CLINIC, Dept. D-14 
Box 135, McCOOK, NEBRASKA 


Behe teen s 


C. P. Hearne Becomes Hotel Steward 
Although He Knew Nothing About the 
H Business 


"Shortly after receiving my di- 
ploma from the Lewis Hotel 
Training School, I gave up myi 
job in a power plant and accepted a position 
obtained for me by the Lewis Placement 
Bureau as Assistant to the Manager of a fa- 
mous Virginia Country Club. Now Steward 
of this 350-room hotel. Have been here eleven 
months and have had three raises in salary." 


STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION 


Well-paid, important positions and a sound, 
substantial future await trained men and wom- 
en in the hotel and institutional field. Lewis 
graduates "making good" as managers, assistant 
managers, executive housekeepers, hostesses and 
in 55 other types of well-paid positions, Record- 
breaking travel means greater opportunities 
than ever. 

Previous experience proved unnecessary in 
this business where you are not dropped be- 
cause you are over 40. Lewis Training qualifies 
you at home in spare time. FREE book de- 
scribes this fascinating field. It tells how you 
are registered FREE of extra cost in the 
Lewis National Placement Service, Mail cou- 
pon today! 


This course approved for 


VETERANS: 
Veterans’ Training. 


Room LE-2561 
Washington 7, D. C. 
Send’ me your Free Book. I want to know how to 


quality, for a well-paid position at home, in my spare 
time. 
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LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL st 
31 SUCCESSFUL 
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Reducing Expert Says: 


LOSE 
WEIGHT 


where it shows most 


REDUCE 


most any purt of 
Miss Maris MacDonald, the body 


SPOT REDUC 


Aimost like a magic, Kelpidine Spot Reducing 
Method obeys your every wish. In most parts of 
your body where it is loose and flabby, where ever 


“Your method of Spot 
Reducing is amazing, | 
used to wear a size 
20 dress . now I 
weat a size 14." 


you have extra weight and inches, the Kelpidine | 


Spot Reducing Plan can aid you in acquiring 
a youthful, slender and grace- 
ful figure. The beauty of this 
scientific Spot Reducing Plan 3 
is that the method is so sim- 3 
ple and easy, the results quick, 
sure and harmless. No steam- 
baths, drugs or laxatives. 
Thousands have lost weight 
this way--in hips, abdomen, 
legs, arms, neck, buttocks ,etc. 
The same method used by; 
many stage, screen and radio 
personalities and leading re- 
ducing salons. The Kelpidine 
Spot Reducing Plan can be 
used in your spare time, in the 
privacy of your own room. 
This method of Spot Reducing ; 
follows established scientific £ 
principles. Two weeks after us- 
ing the Kelpidine Spot Reduc- 
ing Plan look in the mirror 
and see a more glamorous, bet- 
ter, firmer, slimmer figure 
that will delight you. You have 
nothing to lose put weight for 
the Kelpidine Spot Reducing 
Plan is sold on a 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
With a 10-day FREE TRIAL 


‘hank: your Spot 
Reducing Plan. 1 lost 
12 Ibs. in 5 weeks 
and now wear a size 


1f Kelpidine and the Spot 
Reducing Plan doesn't do the 
wonders for you as it has 
for others, if you don't lose 
weight and inches where 
you want to lose it most, if 
you're not 10045 delighted 


f 


“Your Kelpidine 
Reducing Plan is mar- 


Spot 


1 velous. My hips are 
with the results, your money slimmer sn I lom 10 
i tbs. in 8 weeks,” 
will be returned at once, -be in 8 we |. 

Newark, N. J. 


FREE Complete Instructions With Ulustrations 
For Spot mes at pF ‘pag FREE 


MAIL COUPON NOW! 
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eevee ern see STATH. aser 


CIT 

ul SATA $5. “Send à months supply. 
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E 
| AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO., Dept. HH i 
i 871 Broad St., Newark, N. Y. 
Please send me at once in plain wrapper, the | 
| Kelpidine Spot Reducing Plan and 30 days supply l 
Í of Kelpidine Tablets. Enclosed find $2 cash, check 
or money order. If I am not completely satisfied, ! 
| money will be returned. t 
I AHDHESB: —ceraken secrecy yos veau varier aA i 
i oum ee | 
H | 


SPORTS FICTION 
(Continued From Page 92) 


ta, was a real comedy treat. However, 
we think Moore has a fine future as 
a tragedian. His sense of stark dra- 
ma is excellent." 


“H’mmm,” says Clunkle. “Boy, will 
this burn him up. Let's go around to 
his hotel and see him." 


We hop a taxi and find Moore and 
wife on the third floor. We expected 
to find him all broken-hearted and 

| practically weeping. 

“Greetings, pals!” he exclaims. 
“Did you hear our program? Swell; 
| hey? I told you I could do it!” 


“Hey, look!” says Clunkle. “Stop 
making with the kidding. For months 
you bragged what a great radio 
comedian you are. If you’re funny, so 
is King Lear and Frankenstein!’ 


“Why, fellows,” he grins. “Where’s 
your sense of humor? I was just 
fooling when I said I was a come- 
dian. I thought you knew all the time 
that I really was a great tragedian. 


idd 


Roberta is the great comedian. Haw! 


“I ain’t not no comedian!” snaps 
Roberta. “Them dopes what write 
for the papers must be screwy.” 

"Isn't she a scream?" demands J. 
Malibu Moore. "I bet Gracie Allen 
and Joan Davis will be off the air by 
next month!” 

Well, tune in again sometime. 
Same magazine, same salami! 


THE END 


BUY AND HOLD 
UNITED STATES 
SAVINGS BONDS 


AND STAMPS 


SPORTS FICTION 


TOO MANY COOKS 
(Continued From Page 30) 


his legs betrayed him as he stumbled 
and almost fell Jumping between 
them, the alert referee waved Joe 
away. Then the official turned and 
spoke to the fumbling Graham, in- 
„spected the gashed eye. And the 
next moment he was waving that it 
was all over, that Joe had won by a 
techncial kayo, and steering Graham 
to his own corner. Graham didn't 
protest too much. 

Joe stood, feeling as if he would 
cry a little, hardly able to believe it. 
He had proved himself. And how! 
Then Doc was through the ropes and 
hugging him, almost spitting out his 
false teeth in his excitement. 

"Gee, Joe, your interior tone was 
wonderful!" 


OWN IN THE dressing room, 

the sports writers were still 
kept waiting outside. Joe Burdee sat 
on the rubbing table, trying to think 
straight, trying to digest it. He knew 
he had a silly smirk, Once his face 
darkened a moment as he recalled 
Nancy. No, there would be no tele- 
gram to Rhode Island tonight. That 
was a thing of the past. He felt old- 
er, knew he had come into his ma- 
turity. And he really knew, for the 
first time how good he was. Knew he 
was even better than he himself had 
believed when he was living in that 
dream world and going through 
those pre-arranged fights. Tonight, 
for the first time, he had fought his 
own style, and he had cut down one 
of the top-drawer boys. The slick 
Bortal and publicity-smart Whitey 
Goodin had made a mistake. Like too 
many cooks doctoring up the broth. 
They had used so many tricks they 
had blinded themselves to how much 
Joe had. 

Doc was going on, "And the way 
you got that left hook of his timed, 
Joe. Oh, it was sweet, sweet. He was 
in trouble whenever he pitched it. 
You was smart, Joe.” 


Joe dropped one of his hands, from 
which Doc had just sheared the ban- 


(Continued on Page 96) 


YOU TOO CAN BE | 
A SONGWRITER 5 


Amazing New Invention Makes Songwriting Easy 
No musical knowledge necessary—no studying. Just 
send your name and address today for FREE detailed 
information on how YOU too can BE A SONGWRITER. 
This remarkable invention makes it easy. Write today. 


MUSIC WRITERS PUB, CO., Studio G 
535 Fifth Avenue New York 17, N. Y. 


BELIEVE IN LUCK?-$ 


fe Carry a pair of GENUINE 
4 BRAHMA RED LIVE HIGHLY 
E: MAGNETIC LODESTONES, 
= Legend reputes Occult Oriental 
=; ancients superstitiously carried 
two Live Lodestones as MOST 
POWERFUL MAGNETIC 
“LUCKY”. CHARMS, one to ''at- 


tract" Good Luck n Money. 
Games, Love, Business. Work, 
etc.. the other to ‘Prevent’ Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trouble, 


Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of these 
curious Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make 
no super-natural claims, $1.97 Postpaid for the two. with 
all information. $1.97 and 28c extra if C. O. D. Satis- 


faction GUARANTEED or Money Returned. Order yours 


! 
ASTROL CO., Dept. E-521, Main P. 0. 
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y. 


NOTICE: Beware of imitations. We absulutely GUAR- 

ANTEE these Genuine Brahma Lodestones are Alive! 

We believe they are just what yov want, the REAL 

THING — POWERFUL DRAWING, EXTRA HIGHLY 

MAGNETIC! PU Guaranteed — Order TODAY! Copy- 
cO. 


right 1937 — A 


High School: Course f 


e 
Many Finish in 2 Years 
Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. 
equivalent to resident school work—prepares for college entrance 
s. Standard H. S. texts supplied. Diploma. Credit for H, 
subjects already completed. Single subjects if desired. High 
school education is very important for advancement in business 
and industry and socially. Don't be handicapped al! your life. 
Be a High School graduate. Start your training now. Free 
Bulletin on request. No obligation. 


American School Dept. HA-6, Drexel, at 58th, Chieago 37 


at Home 


(Used Clothing) 


Assorted materials and 1 
Many styles. Sizes 10 to 20. 
Larger sizes 5 for $4.45. 
50c or more for deposit, balance C.O.D. plus postage. 
We hope you wilt be fully satisfied, If dissatisfied 
money refunded. Rush order now. 


ARMY CLOTHES WORK CLOTHES 
Clothing for men, women, children. Free illustrated 
Catalog. SUPER SALES CO., I4!-A Watkins St. 


Dept. GH, Brooklyn 12, N. Y. 


Revealing Information about 
Mystic Secrets of Psychic 
x Power, Secrets of the Power 
of Black Magic, The Dream of Suceess, Magic 
Practices in Conquering Enemies, The Road to 
Personal Power, The Magic Numbers, Success in 
Love, Business, Life, ete. Power of Prophecy, 
Ancient Magle Beliefs in Jewels, Herbs, Stones, 
ete. and many more wonderful things are re- 
vealed In the 7 STEPS TO POWER, Get Yours 
Now 
SEND NO MONEY Just send your name and address To- 
day and pay postman only $1.98 plus postage on delivery. 
If you enclose $2 I will pay postage. I positively GUAR- 
ANTEE that you will be more than delighted or your 
money will be returned promptly and no questions asked, 


ATIONAL PRODUCTS 


1472 Broadway, Dept. DA-2, New York 18, N. Y. 
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M lA d ks ; .7* E SPORTS FICTION 
/ (Continued From Page 95) 


daging, on Doc's shoulder. “Doc, it's 
you and me now, huh?" 


"Always was, wasn't it?" 


WAX 
{OBSTRUCTION} : Joe grinned, then grew solemn. 
'It looks like we're ready for the 


{ 
HARD OF HEARING? |507 Ana Doc nopea nis head ex 
You can't hear well if impacted wax |Citedly. "Doc, now that I'm going 


blocks ear canals and presses om sensi- | Places again, those two, Bortal and 
tive ear drums. Goodin, they got a contract. Maybe 


they'll try € in." 
Take Doctor's Advice! et UF ta e a 

Thousands of folks are now hearing normal again and Doc winked knowingly and shook 
are ng longer bothered by buzzing, ringing, hissing h : 
noises, dizziness, art irritation, » Bog med removal herd his head. “Bortal—well, Joe, I know 
impacted wox. pub Colt doctor p dire Never, never | things. Bortal's got an old bum check 

, 7d a . . 

picks, hairpins or any fhstrument, ‘The safe way is with | rap against him in a Southern state. 
prove them absolutely harmless used directed. i i 

Orotune has brought better hearing to oo MARY who And Goodin deserted . wife and 
were deafened by impactéd wax that you owe it to child in Maryland a while back. So 

Mk Beetchenon, Newark, N. J., writes: “Before | they try to crash back in, Doc, he's 
Usi 'otun. Dro T 
QU d "hear tte clock tick. "Attar nua I| going to talk so loud every newspa- 
can now hear the cloci e th ears.” H » i 
“BEND. NO MONEY, Pay ponte So "ius postage per in ae — H hear him. Be- 
. O. D. s supply. 

$2 with er, we pay all IIO m = e ps e looked sheepishly modest, 
today. You'll be amazed how clearly and distinctly you | “them two came back to the room 


HEAR again when wax obs tion is ed! : 
HARVIN CO, M7 W. 48 Sto Dpt. E, New York 19, N. Y. | that night after you left. And—well, 


Neer M MÀ Ó a ——————— — ——— Li * 
GAME SUPPLIES I gave Bortal a nice mouse on his 

eye. Whitey ran too fast for me. If 
Write today for our list of trimmed and ink | they came back, they might get some 


made readers, rings, strippers, liquids, tops » 
flats, bevels, books and novelties. Satisfaction | Ore mouses, huh, Joe? 


guaranteed, magical supplies our specialty since Joe hugged the ‘stumpy little man- 
"e DEPT. ee HEL & Ce. ager then. And he said they better let 
————————— oa A O2 | :he press in. “But no phony lines this 


c: vY0 &TOÓPTOBACCO? | time, huh, Doc?” 


WANT-TO 
z 2 [L1 
qe pec Nec ri Ne te Doc gupera =” hand — e 
EE x ee ode | phony lines. They ain't needed wit 
and of atreatmentwhich hasreliev- | a fighter like you! 


ed mi . Cai 
Use only as directed. ( | FREE 


| THE wewete company (BOOK THE END 


966 Clayton, Sta., St. Louis 5, Mo. 
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DRESSES 


Sizes 12 to 20. Assorted colors, prints, COMING NEXT ISSUE 
and sizes. Better used dresses. Sizes 
12 to 44. 
Children’s washable cot- 4 for $3.95 $f 
ton dresses. Assorted & for 52.95 A Different 
colors and prints. Novelet By 
Mail $1.00 deposit with order, balance 
C.O.D. plus postage. Send for Free 
Catalog of wearing apparel for entire By Roe Richmond 
family, and money-back guarantee'terms : 

KINGS MAIL ORDER CO. Dont Miss The 
191 Canal St, Dept. 205-D, New York 13 Us * Story Of 


STAMMER? THE MAN WHO BEAT 
Tiimo "ana "Oniecton ^ desoribey the. Bogu MERRIWELL 


ase 
Unit Method for scientific correction of stam- 


oting and stuttertpg—successfti for 46 years. 
Benj. N. Bogue, Dept. 7256, Circle Tower, 


Indianapolis 4, Ind. 
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SELECTED FROM MAN'S BEST 
PRIVATE LIBRARIES FOR A REALLY hmm 
MASCULINE, DELIGHTFUL, NIGHTSFUL ENJ 


TALES 
‘MAL 


Edited by Ed Fitzgerald 
"Thousands of men bed made the eye-opening discovery oe 
once started, “TALES FOR MALES” can't be put c a E 
read from cover to cover "From -he first word to the T ue 
&re swept along on an irresistible tidal wave of rollick ee 
man, spiceful entertainment. “TALES FOR MALES cou m 
the kind of vivid, exciting reading that prompted tne Hous 
Post to say: "If there is a milligram of male hor- 
mone in you, you shouid OD a Soe of this wor 

ction about in some private place... 

can enjoy "TALES FOR MALES" for 10 DAYS OF PAGES 
FREE! Simply fill out and mail coupon shown be- 


low. Don't delay—ihe books are going fast! OF DIVERTING 


YOU'LL ENJOY MEETING THE MANY [- ENTERTAINMENT: | 
BEWITCHING WOMEN s 
IN "TALES FOR MALES" ‘uoan merry” 


= tantalizing vO 

duptuous nurlege 

ear * z que queen. Cape 
ie ana CK tivates ber wido- MEET “suzy” 

front songstress, Sall- eyod audienc® exotic South sea beauty 

ors from every corner and two watch of Tongatabu. Until this 

of the giobe came to fu] guardians Of day the eyes of sailor 

spend a few unforget. the iaw... Who Samish take on a mis 

table hours of shore never miss Jo chievous gleam at the 

leave with her. an‘s artic] strip mention of Suzy’s name, 


HUNDREDS 


| Just 4 eid of tie Rave Reviews! 
s.s it's lusty reading..." —Vori 

".. grand book for chiniy nights . T = 

—Baltimore News Post 

"++. grea? book to have ot our bed- 

side..." —Raleigh News Observer 


SEND NO MONEY 
D e a cent! We :nvite you to rean this book 
or nights... and days, too, at our pense. Just 
And there are THAT BOTS fill in and mai] the coupon to receive eg the fans 
luscious lovelies in Tales joys available to the male sex: Just deposit with post- 
for Malos, man on delivery $2.98 plus Postage, After 10 days of 
impartial appraisal, you must decide this hook is worth 
not $2.98 but $298.00 in fun and thrills or your 
MONEY BACK GUAKANTEED! Mail coupon row! 


“DAMES ARE DANGEROUS" 


What Every Man Should Really Know About Women! 

White supply tastes For a short time only this divulging book “DAMES ARE 

with your request for peat wil be given absolutely free of extra 
i Charge wit “TALE FS. 

Seg dx CREE rge witt your order of “TALES FOR MALES.'' Just off 


the press! This book of hilarious intimate revelations is 
now released to the public for tbe first time! 
These enlightening views on the dangerous en- 
chanting side of women will open your eyes! It 
rips the mask off their fair faces! Yes yowli 
wonder wh, they were known as the modest, 
Weaker sex. Remeniber men—forwarned is fore- 
armed! While our limited supply holds out we ad 
vise you to zrab this uadec treat immediately! 


CADILLAC PUBLISHING CO., Ine. 


Dept. F-320, 220 5th Ave., New York i, N. 
1 nn à V» Ce x 
EVERY MAN S TASTE RIET HD: TRAY ExeMminATiOn | 
HE LOVE KICK "A 3 Tree? I M Vespa a 
YES WDA Saroyan WHAT GOES ON IN TA. ` Cao AG- PUBLI 
My VIEWS ON MAR- LADIFS REST i à aos = 5 
ROOMS i5 me “TALES FOR MAI, 
RIAGE;-W. C. Fieics E UA Migne FREE BOOK “DAMES ARE DANGEROUS” in 
HE Wes so GOOD TO 


Plain wrapper. I wil! deposit with postman on 
HER, Frank Sullivan 1! LEARN SOMETHING delivery, 82.98 plus postage. If after 10 days. 


“TALES FOR MALES” 
CONTENTS SUIT 


SHING CO., inc., Dept. F-320 
New York i, N. 


I am not completely delighted my money will 
ABOUT SEX z y 
Y YOUNG re! P 
sie iie. oie orey Foro be funded, 
KNOW STRIP TEASE NAME ...... **99e0995607098 465 .... 
- james Thurber —George  Welier 


ADDRESS ..,,. 
BUNDLING: AN OLD 

YANKEE CUSTOM 

George $. Chappel: 

LOVE OR HOW TO WOO AND WIN A WOMAN 

-4. Goooma: ane ž > (cen 

s. «piua many more unusual exhiiarating taleal E 


FASHIONS iN LOVE 


Clarence Day, ir. CITY & ZONE ts+eseee. STATE......Ag0.. 


Wf you wish to save postage, enclose with cou- 
pon orly $2.98. Same money back guarantee. 
Canada Orders—No C. O. D.—Send $3.50 


at ——— MÀ — MÀ À 
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Lhe Jowett Syste 
is the greatéestir 


wortd! soys R- Fok 


Physical Director 


YMCA- Atlantic City 


BUILD A BODY 
YOU'LL BE PROUD OF ca 


Send for These 


FIVE Famous Courses 
NOW in BOOK FORM AE Sad M 


ONLY 25c EACH | «ev 
or ALL 5 for $1 


At last, Jowett's world-famous muscle 
building courses, are available in book 
form to all readers of this publication 
at an extremely low price of 25 cents each! All $ 
for only $1.00. You owe it to your country, to your 
family, and to yourself, to make yourself physically 
fit now! Start at once to improve your physique by 
following Jowett's simple, easy method of muscle- 
building! 


10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


Think of it — all five of these famous course-books 
for only ONE DOLLAR—or any one of them for 
25c. If you're not delighted with these famous 
muscle-building books—if you don’t actually FEEL 
results within ONE WEEK, send them back and 
your money will be promptly refunded! 

Don't let this opportunity get away from you! 
And don't forget—by sending the FREE GIFT 
COUPON at once "you receive a FREE copy of 
te none Jowett book, “Nerves of Steel, Musclea 

ron,' . 


Give me 10 Minutes a Day 
Learn My Time Tested Secrets of Strength 


T" teach you the “Progressive Power Method" through which 
1 rebuilt myself from a physical wreck the doctors condemned 
to die at 15, to the holder of more strength records than any 
other living athlete or teacher! “Progressive Power" has proven 
ite ability to build the strongest, handsomest men in the world. 
And I stand rcady to show you on a money back basis—that no 
matter how flabby or puny you are I can do the same for you 
right in your own home. Through my proven secrets I bring 
to life new power in you inside and out, until YOU are fully 
tatisfied you are the men you want to be, MY TIME TESTED 
METHODS RE-BUILD YOU. 
PROVE TO YOURSELF IN ONE NIGHT 

Bend only 25c in full payment for my test course “Moulding A 
Mighty Arm.” Try it for one night! Experience the thrilling strength 
that will surge through your muscles. 


WHAT THESE FAMOUS PUPILS 
READ SAY ABOUT JOWETT 


A. PASSAMONT, Jowett-trained 
athlete who was named America’s 
first prize-winner (or Physica) 
Perfection. 


REX FERRIS, Champtod 
Strength Athlete of South Africa, 
Rays he, “I owe everything to 
Jowett methods!” Look at thts 
chest—then consider the value of 
the Jowett Courses! 


JOWETT'S PHOTO BOOK 
OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN! 


"This amazing book has guided thousands of "zz 
weaklings.to muscular power, Packed with 
photos of miracle men of might and muscle 
who started perhaps weaker than you are. f 
Read the. thrilling adventures of Jowett in 
strength that inspired his pupils to follow 
him. They'll show you the best way to 
might and muscle, Send for this FREE 
gift book of PHOTOS OF FAMOUS 
STRONG MEN. 


JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL CULTURE 
230 Fifth Ave., Dpt. DA:75, New York 1, N.Y. 


€ i Fifth Ave., Dept. DA-75, N. Y. C, t 
Sees f, George F. Jayett: Your tiivfen toons good t» me Bend 
Jew — by return mail, pressid, he t2urses checked. below, f. 

— et which f enclose ( >. faettude FREE book of PHOTOS. 
OAI $ courses for,,.,..8¢ C) Molding Mighty Legs. 25e 
C] Modi, Mighty Arm 256 (C Mold Mighty Grip 25e 
D Moldings Mighty Back 23e. C) Moldinga MightyChest 25e 


Send ail 5 C.0.D. ($i bl tage. orders 
9 than $1 sect co. pieces a 


S ‘Jowett Institute of hysical Culture i 


ADDRESS... onsscnnas ceiasonabeedigusesivastaseveamccenseseepee 


AME. esent PHI C Play imm - 
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Special 
Combina- 


tion 
Offer, 


` Both for 


Only 


You'll Love It! 


"Take this jacket for carefree ease—and for that 


LADIES'— 


E 


certain poise which being *in the know" on style 
gives you! That new low hipline is a “flash” from 
the fashion front. Perky shoulders! Suave yoke! 
You will adore its smart distinctive lines . . . 
you will always enjoy its caressing warmth. It’s 
tailored of favorite Spun-Rite, justly popular for 
its wear... for its beauty! It will be your prop 
and mainstay, season in, season out. Select yours 
from one of these seasons latest shades: Camel 
Tan or Liberty Red. Sizes 12 to 20. 


Men's only 495 


Hurry! Quantities 
Are Limited 


Here’s a sturdy “he-man’s” jacket of a thousand and 
one uses that will keep pace with the fastest tempo 
of your busy day. Cut for real comfort—of “Spun- 
Rite"—magically flexible, smoothly tailored and 
colorful as well as warm. Snappy yoked back. Har- 
monizing buttons for looks and wear. Grand, deep, 
saddlepockets. Seamed sides—so stride along as you 
will. You'll live in it from dawn ’til night. Choose 
Camel Tan with the following choice of harmoniz- 
ing colors: Forest Green or Luggage Brown. Check 
your size from 34 to 50 on the order coupon below. 


Ladi es! Menl WERDE gT TST e e e ea e e ee e e e e o e e A o a m teni n ate ala | 
oe pud Hoe cushion E ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept. 1926 " 
i ality, 
style, comfort and durability W 1227 Loyola Ave., CHICAGO 26, ILL. Li 
all combined in one to give W Gentlemen: Send me the SPUN-RITE Jackets indicated below C.O.D. Ñ 
you the finest, smartest jacket W T must be fully satistled with my purchase or will return within 10 days g 
you'll find anywhere, regard- W for refund. i 
less of price. And when you [| i 
order the two together — one W Name .eessescsosossocoocosoo tenen nennen eeeeees Please g 
lady's and one man's jacket— E . 1 
you get O ee for only E Address sostdstosccssssosotososososesooeseosooseceosososesess WITS ET 
7.95. " 
Save 95c! Everyone — wife mG K EY 1 OECD TED s. State ..........plainly Bi 
and husband, girl-friend and Salo Price $3. Camel Tan Liberty Red — E 
beau will want to order match- = H Check color wanted g u 
isnt n n TEE or ante! — 
ing jackets in combination on ee E Combination Price for | Man's & | Lady's Jacket Both only. $7.95 L| 
this special bargain offer. You 1 e T Tanes Worst a 
IE ^ » Jam a Fore: 
ee és rege ad Well Just Fill Ouf 1 MEN'S JACKET Salo Prico $4.95 Tan with Brown Green H 
.O.D. plus P se . 
postage. If you don't agree and Mail This F Check color wanted Solers : 


this:is the greatest Jacket Bar- 
gain you've ever seen for the 
price, return it within 10 days 
and your money will be cheer- 
fully refunded, 


Handy Order * 
Coupon Today 1 


CHECK SIZES WANTED 447}, 46[ ], 480. 50 p 


E LADY'S IO, 140. 160, (87), 200) MAN'S 36 j, 38[], 400, 420 m 


E MY TOTAL PURCHASE AMOUNTS TO: $....... ees. O. D. a 
Ft a SS S O S a S S a S DSS, 


WHO NEEDS A WIFE 


When He Has BACHELORS 


QUARTERS 


INTIMATE TALES OF WOMEN AS YOU LIKE 


THEM BY MEN WHO KNO 


Maybe fou're a bachelor with a dozen females on your string, or maybe you're 
& married man and the string leads to your wife's apron, but brother, you're going 
to learn something new about women on almost every page of "BACHELOR'S 
QUARTERS”, the book that concentrates on the man's point of view. Every 
tale in this 764 page book is written by a master story-teller, by those who have 
understood and probed the deepest and most bewitching secrets of women as 
they really äre. Here you will find sophisticated, worldly females, innocents | 
astray, tigresses who await no invitation, designing, scheming women who can 
make shambles of a man’s life... these and many more in the most stimulating, 
story-packed book that ever kept you up nights. Read for 10 days FREE, at 
absolutely no risk. If you don't agree it is the most complete, most fascinating 
encyclopaedia of WOMEN IN ACTION, it won't cost you a single cent, Rush the 
coupon today and get your copy while we still have one! 


THE CRITICS LOVED IT! SEND NO MONEY 


Reviewed many of the largest news Enjo: i 
ii y T y this big book for 10 days free trial, 
BACHELOR'S QUAR has ^ Meet Clarissa, Cosette, Rinty, Kate and her 
dely acclaimed the answer to 3 ^ gisters-in-adventure without risk to your 
yer, in book form. You'll dise purse (although we don't guarantee what 
will happen to your pulse). Simply fill in 
and mail the free gift coupon. On arrival, 
pay the postman only $2.98 plus postage 
and C.O.D., or enclose $3.00 with the coupon 
and receive both books postpaid. We guar- 
antee that BACHELOR'S QUARTERS will 
arouse a gleam in your eye, or your 
MONEY BACK! Rush the 
coupon NOW} 


b m 
. QUARTERS, 
exciting womei 


Cleopatra has been called Bp ON A 


One of the greatest temptresses 

the world has ever- known. Her beau- 
ty was told and retold in fable and play 
for centuries, but to this day no one is exactly 
sure why she had such irresistable power over 
men. Here, in book form, you have Cleopatra in 
all her famous beauty, see her as a master writer 
portrays one of her typical nights. You'll say this 
revealing book alone is worth the purchase price 
of BACHELOR'S QUARTERS, and it's yours AB- 
SOLUTELY FREE if you act now! 

HERALD PUB. CO., Inc,, 45 E. 17th St., N, Y. 2, N. Y. 


W THEM.BEST 


Here's What Goes On 


In BACHELOR'S QUARTERS 
THE DOCTOR & THE DOCTOR'S WIFE 


Ernest Hemingway 
JIMMY AND THE DESPERATE WOMAN 
D. H. Lawrence 
THE WOMAN WHO MADE ANATOLE 
FRANCE 
Francis Gribble 
THE MAN WITH ONLY FIVE WIVES 
i Admiral Mark Kerr 
DUSKY RUTH 


A. E. Coppard 
THE HOUSE OF THE SINNER 


Caradoc Evans 
THE LADY WHO COULDN'T BLUSH 

Catulle Mendes 
THE GARMENTS OF A GIRL 

J. Y. F, Cooke 
THE HONEY-MOON- SURPRISE 


Clement Wood 
LOVE AND A FUR COAT 
Hjalmar Roderberg 


» » and that's only the beginning? 
WELL OMM M S 2 — 


HERALD PUBLISHING CO., Dept. QF-6 
45 East 17th Street, New York 3, N. Y. 

9 RUSH my copy of BACHELOR'S QUARTERS | 
plus FREE “ONE OF CLEOPATRA'S NIGHTS.” 
On arrival I will deposit with postman only $2.98 
plus postage. 1 may return the books for full ff 


to save pi 
charges. Same free offer & mi 


back guarantee, 
NAME ... een i 


mI D 


ADDRESS .....-. +0500 etr tt n 
CITY..... vi ZONE. ... STATE... ce j 
[c 


